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PREFACE. 



IJ^an a^e tvhich abounds with Poetry qf every 
deucritition^Jrom the stately Epic down to the ten* 
der strains qfthe Sonneteer, a Selection qf its pro* 
tmnent Beauties cannot be unacceptable to a large 
class of Readers. But in such a Selection, by 
vhofnsoever made^ Pieces must be expected to ap- 
pear which possess various degrees of merit; thus 
different tastes are suited, but no Extracts should 
be admitted, which war against Sense, against Fir* 
tue, or against Religion. The prostitution of the 
Muse is the worst of all prostitutions. Her strains 
should be rendered invariably sacred to the best in* 
ierests of mankind. 

The Editor of the Paroassian Garland has to ob* 
serve, that, having been in the habit of perusing 
modem poetry, he Itas had his attention arrested 
ty certain passages, and they are here brought to* 
getherfor the purposes of amusement and vnstruc* 
tion. Though he makes no pretensions to supe* 
rior taste or judgment, yet he flatters himse{fthat 
the subsequent Selection may not be without 
its use to the Rising Generation. The subjects have 
the recommendation of variety, and in the perusal 
of upwards of two hundred pieces qf poetry, by 
different authors, it would be strange should np 
good sentiment be confirmed, no generous feeling 
be cherished, no virtuous purpose ripened into ac* 
rive and useful exertion. Th% well known province 
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of the agriculturiatt that of ecattering abroad the 
seed, ie a most afu comfiariaon^ when it refers to 
the disfiensing ofinatruction, whether by firose or 
poetry ; for though some seeds be inevitably lost, 
yet other germs will shoot up, into a rich and su- 
perabundant fertility I The Editor y therefore^ hoW" 
ever much he may be aware that his present at* 
tempt vrili be variously appreciated, does not de- 
Bpaxr of its utility* Instruction is oftentimes not 
Bufficiently elementary, though more has been done 
this way in the present age, than in any age that 
has preceded it. It is recorded to the praise of the 
ingenious and pious Dr, Isaac Watts^that whilst he 
nvas writing defences of the abstricse and profound 
speculations of Locke, he was also composing Cate* 
cMsmsfor Children, Productions, therefore, though 
humble in their structure, or diminutive in their 
appearance, where Knowledge is simplified and 
brought down to the meanest capacity, may be 
found to render an essential service to society. 

The Editor, in justice to himself, must now ex- 
plain the plan afer which t/iis Utile Volume has 
been formed and executed. His first object was to 
find out Passages in the writings of Poets who have 
made their appearance within these last twe7ity or 
thirty years, especially those particular parts 
which, though beautiful, had not been liackneyed by 
their appearance in otfwr selections, jln exception, 
however, must be made in favour of a most inter- 
esting piece of some length, entitled the Solar Sys- 
tem, fro7n that charming poetess, Mrs. Barbauld, 
nvhom he lias the pleasure of personally kiiowing. 
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and to whom he returriM hm best thanks^ as well as 
to Mr. Bowles, Mr. Samuel Rogers, Mr. Robert 
Southey, and Mr. Smyth,.^ the aid they have af" 
Jbrded hirn^ arid the rich entertainment with which 
they wUlfumiah the reader. Indeed, the excellence 
of these pieces is such, that their omission in the 
firesent Selection would have been pronounced an 
unpardonable deficiency. Other extracts have ne^ 
ver before been transfdantedfrom their native bed^ 
that is, from the pages where they originally ap^ 
peared; but the Editor presumes tliat they will not 
disgrace their elder brethren, in the present form af- 
ter which they are her epresentedto the world. Some 
pieces are without names, for they were in the first 
instance given anonymously to the public, whilst a 
few extracts are original, having never made their 
appearance in any other miscellany. When the 
Mditor also adds, that these extracts have, by far 
the greatest part, been transcribed with his own 
hand, he must be permitted to say, that he has taken 
considerable pains, in the formation o/"^^ Selection, 
and in its adaptation to the juvenile capacity and 
early taste of the Rising Generation. 

The manner of introducing these Selections to 
the notice of the reader, was the next object of the 
Hditor; and here he has adopted a method which 
he has found useful on other occasions. Having, 
in the course of his Professional labours, young 
persons reading to him daily, both Prose and 
Poetry, he uniformly apprises them of the subject 
of what they are about to read, by a few firelim- 
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nary observations. A mere general Title has not 
sufficient interest to attract the attention esftecially 
qf Touthf whose ideas, on most topics, are loose and 
indefinite. A veryfno remarks, therefore, have a 
considerable effect in fire/taring the understanding 
Jar what is about to be brought in contact with it. 
They rouse ufi a certain train of thought, vfhich^ 
combining with the passage read, conduces more 
easily to improvement. Repeated trial of this me^ 
thod confirms its utility, and those who are not in 
the habit of adopting this plan, will not be sensible 
of its advantages. But let a parent or tutor make 
the experiment, he will soon perceive the happy 
effects with which it is accompanied. Indeed, the 
introductory lines to each Extract, are not alto- 
gether unlike the inscription of a directing-post, 
wldch, however plain and unostentatious in itself, 
assists the traveller most materially in getting for* 
ward with comfort and pleasure to the end of his 
journey. 

To conclude — though it will be seen that the 
Mditor has taken a wide range in his Selection, 
yet he is aware, that a few volumes of Modem Po» 
etry remain still untouched. Of these some may 
have escaped his notice at the time of their publi- 
cation, and others were not to be procured without 
considerable expense and difficulty. Besides the 
farther progress he made in the work, passages so 
multiplied upon him from every qtuarter, that he 
filled up his pages before he was aware, and of 
course was obliged to exclude many fiieces of merit 
for want of room. This 'Circumstance must apolo* 
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giae to those readers who mayjhel disaftfinnttd 
in notjlnding all their favourite authors noticetL 
But in perusing the following Selection the 
candid reader, it is hofiedy will be disposed to 
consider rather what has been done^ than what 
has been left undone ; for^ perhaps «• other 
work of its size and kindj can boast of an efuai 
number of Poetical Passages, with so marked 
and distinguished a variety. As the contenta 
of this little -volume are not the £ditor*s own 
productions, he may be thus allowed to speak qf 
them freely, and to state their merits without 
incurring the imputation of Pride or Vanity. 
The youthful mind is enamoured qf variety. 
Hence the multifarious beauties of the Heavens 
and the Earth constitute an inexhaustible thhne 
of its contemplation and delight. And hence 
Poetry, which, mirror4ike, holds up the imagea 
of these objects, reflects them back again on tht 
mind with redoubled pleasure and satisfaction. 
On this account the real effusions of Parnassusi 
of which the Editor trusts the Garland is com* 
posed, ever have and ever will continue to have 
a firm hold of the young mind, and may, agree* 
ably to the purport of the present attempt, be 
assuredly converted either by tutors or parents^ 



% PR1FACE« 

into a source of intellectual and moral imjirorue* 

went* 

J.E. 

P. S. Parnassus is a mountain of ancient Greece, 
ID which is the Castalian Spring, and also the 
Temple of ApoUa And hence bf an easy transition 
of figure, it has been in all ages deemed the favoQr- 
ite residence of the Muses. 
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INTRODUCTION. 



ABOUT seven years ago, an elegant Poem made 
its appearance in qnarto, entitled, A Heview of 
Poetry y ancient and modern^ by Lady Af— , who 
was understood to be Lady Manners, The Editor 
-was much gratified by the perusal of it, and means 
to bring forward Two JSxtracta from it, by way of 
Introduction to the present Work. The verafication 
is ^mple and easy, and the Portraits (in all near 
eighty) of the scms of the Muses are sketched with 
fidelity^ The whole Poem is addressed by the fair 
Author to her Son, and glows with the warmth of 
maternal affection. 

The British Bards thus rise upon us in regular 
succession from venerable Chaucer^ who is stiled 
the Father of English Poetry, down to the Hercu- 
lean Johnson^ who, by his Prose, rather than by his 
Poetry, has delighted and astonished the world— 

AS amid the gloom of night. 
When no star emits its light. 
Swift the meteor's sudden ray 
Gleams a momentary day ; 
Thus gay Chaucer's mirthful rhymes 
Glittcr'd amid barb'rous times. 
Next descriptive Spenser shrouds* 
Truth in allegory's clouds, 
And in Gloriana's name 
Sings Eliza's matchless fame. 
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XViii INTRODUCTION. 

Peerless Shakspeare brightly shone 
With a splendour all lus own : 
Wlule with eloquence divine 
Nature q;)eaks thro* ev'ry line ; 
Scorning frigid rules of art. 
He enchants the yielduig heart, 
O'er the subject passion reigns. 
Reason charms, and judgment chains ; 
And with unresisted sway, 
Steals each captive sense away. 
Jonson's laboured scenes impart 
Less of genius, more of art 
^ Join'd with Beaumont's friendly name 
Fletcher gain'd dramatic fame : 
One for brighter wit renown'd, 
One for judgment more profound. 
Iioyal Cowley's virtuous mind 
Copious wit to learning join'd. 
Denham in more measured lines 
British poesy refines. 
Teaching in his nervous page, 
Skill to the succeeding age. 
Strong description, thoughts sublime 
Soaring beyond place or time, 
Scenes of wonder, terror, pain. 
Glow thro' Milton's lofty strain. 
Whether his aspiring iiight 
Joins the dazzling sons of light, 
Or amid the infernal reign 
Meets the fall'n angelic train. 
Or in Eden*s blissful gi-oves 
With the first of mortals roves. 
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Awful grandeur still is shown 

Unexampled, and alone. 

Lavish wit and humour gay 

Crown sarcastic Butler's lay. 

Formed to humble and deride 

Zealots' hypocritic pride. 

Bending with impassion*d mien 

O'er pathedc Otway's scene. 

Sympathy with streaming eye 

Mourns fictitious misery ; 

For such touching woes are shown 

As each breast must feel its own. 

Courdy Waller's poUsh'd strain 

Sacharissa woo'd in vain^ 

Nor his genius nor his love 

Could the scornful beauty move. 

High amid the sons of fame 

View exhaustless Dryden's name, * 

Dryden whose expansive mind 

Strength with harmony combin'd : 

But chill poverty's controul. 

Oft depress'd his vigorous soul ; 

And indignant we survey 

Adulation stmn his lay. 

Philips in majesdc strain 

^gs Pomona's cultur'd reign. 

Wit and learning blushing boast 

Smith, by vile intemp'rance lost 

Easy numbers smooth and gay, 

Sweetly flow thro' Pamel's lay. 

Fascinating beauties glow 

In the graceful lines of Rowe. 

Warmest praises Garth attend. 

Poverty's and Merit's friend. 
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Addison's enlighten'd page 
Charm'd while it reform'd the age : 
There pWlosophy pourtray'd 
Frown'd in no fortddding shade. 
And mid each perplexing care 
Virtue shines divinely fair. 
Prior shews how mental worth. 
Far excels the pride of birth ; 
For by talents only rais'd, 
. Courtiers sou^t him, monarchs prais'd. 
Sparkling wit's incessant blaze 
Congreve crown'd with early bays. 
Pensive Gay repin'd to see 
Human hope's uncertainty: 
Hope, whose visions, bright as vain. 
Still delude' yet still enchain. 
In despairing Hammond^s lines. 
With new grace Tibullus shines. 
Constant friendship's sacred fiame 
Still illumines Tickell's name, 
Which thro' life conspicuous shone, 
Join'd with taste and Addison. 
Savage with peculiar fate 
Prov'd a barb'rous mother's hate : 
From his native honours torn*, 
Doom'd to calumny and scorn. 
Still o'er his devoted head 
Want her baneful influence shed: 
Yet with a resplendent ray 
Genius cheer'd his rugged way: 
And when long thro' sorrows led 
Life's indignant spirit fled, 

* Tlie Earldom of Macclesfield. 
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Generous pity softening Uame, 
<Tave him to eternal fame. 
Bright was Swift's meridian pride, 
Harley?s friend, and Ireland's guide : 
Horrid o'er hb clo^g scene 
Gloom'd pale frenzy's haggard mien. 
Thus like beauty's fragile prime 
Stronger wit must yield to time. 
Where does fleeting bliss then rest ? 
Only in Religion's breast- 
Brilliant fancy, judgment clear. 
Melody bieyond compeer, 
Quick intelligence c^.mind, 
Reason strong, and thought refin'd» 
All that genius, all that art 
Can of mi^c force impart. 
Varied beauties to display 
Meet in Pope's enchanting lay. 
Listening to the tuneful strain 
Lirid envy frowns in vain. 
While warm admiration pays 
Tributes of ecstatic pi^aise. 
By luxuriant Thomson led 
Fancy climbs the mountain's head ; 
Wanders by pale Cynthia's light 
Mid the polar half-year's night. 
Where refulg^t meteors glow 
O'er perpetual hills of snow ; 
Shuddering from th' impending steep . 
Views th' unfathomable deep : 
Or recoiling from the sight. 
Turns where softer scenes mvite : 
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Mid the forest's cool retreat 
Shuns the noontide's scorclung heat ; 
Or in the translucent wave 
Seems the fervid limbs to lave ; 
Or mid Afric's sunny vales 
Breathes the aromatic gales. 
While the dazzPd eyes survey 
Scenes, exuberantly gay. 
Shenstone mid his lov'd retreat 
Sung Alcides' lofty fate ; 
How in early youth his mind 
Pleasure's faithless lures declin'd, ^ 
And by hardy virtue train'd, 
DeatUess bliss, and glory gain'd. 
Sweetly flow the solemn strains 
When desponding Young complains. 
Mourning, midnight's deepest gloom» 
Fair Narcissa's early doom : 

Young, who erst severe and gay 

Shone in satire's daring lay. 

Aken^de in colours warm 

Paints imagination's charm. 

Careless ChurchiU's vigorous mind, 

Pours his satire unconfin'd. 

Goldsmith's winning lines impart 

Soft benevolence of heart 

Where the moon with glimmering ray 

Lights the church-yard's lonely way. 

By pale contemplation led. 

Moral Grey delights to tread. 

Mason with instructive lay 

Warns the amlntious, fair, and gay. 
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While o'er beauty's sable bier 

Admiration drops a tear. 

Sense, by studious thought refin'd, 

Critic taste, with candour join'd. 

Strong discernment, just and clear. 

Graceful diction, truth severe^ 

Piety's seraphic flame 

Mark enlighten'd Johnson's name ! ~ ^i 

THE eaie and graceftUnets oftliete eunory ddinefttUms of the Brit 
tuh Bardjt, (in all thirty^ix) will preveat the length of the Extract 
from being tedious to the reader of taste and sensitaility. The Editor 
liere takes the liberty of recommending to young persons Joftnnn*t 
Live^ftht PoeUy a work, which, with a few exceptions, will be found 
highly conducive to the improTcnent of the jaTcoile taste and 
judgment. 

The Editor closes this Introduction with a beautiful Eulogium on 
Sacred Poetry, taken firom the same Poem. And he sincerely hopes 
that the perusal of thu little Work will enable the youthful reader to 
acquire a greater rdish for the manifold and exquiate beauties of the 
Sacred Volume, where Poetry, whether Didactic, Elegiac, Pattoral, 
er Lyric, will be found in its highest perfection. 

Leaving fancy's tuneful train. 
Beauties more sublime remain, 
Where the holy seers of yore 
Pour prophetic wisdom's lore. 
And to wrapt devotion prove 
Heaven's unceasing trutii and love I 
Whether glowing hymns reveal 
Royal David's fervent zeal ; 
Or Is£uah's lofty mind 
Threats the niin of his kind ; 
Or in softer, sweeter strain, 
Jeremiah tells his pain, 
Wliile his sad laments deploi*e 
Sion's pristine greatness o'er, 
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Peerless glories thro' each line 
Prove the origin divine ! 
O, may each celestial truth 
Influence thy tender youth. 
Teach thee every vice to shun. 
That has hapless man undone; 
And thro' error's tenfold night 
Lead thee to Eternal light!* 

* See tlieleHnnd Bbbop LnoUfa DUtciialkn on SOrtw Ptetryi 
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WE shall eomnieitoe our little Volunie with the insertion of an 
Ode, entitled the Muse, or Poetkal EiUhuHatm^ from the pen of the 
late iogeniouB Mr. John Scott, the friend of Beattit, and an ardent 
lover of poetry. It will aenre for a general introducti<m : fiv tha 
Mu»e may he rendered at all timet, and on all oeeaaons, the souree 
of rational and refined enjoyment. 

THE MUSE, OR POETICAL ENTHUSIASM. 

THE Muse ! whate'er the Muse inspires, 

My soul the tuneful strsun admires. 

The Poet's Wrth I ask not where. 

His place, his name, they're not my care : 

Nor Greece nor Rome delights me more 

Than Tagus' (1) banks or Thames' shore. 

From silver Avon's flow'ry ade 

Though Shakspeare's numbers sweetiy glide; 

As sweet from Morven's desert hills 

My ear the voice of Osaan fills ! 

The Muse! whate'er the Muse inspires, 
* My soul the tuneful strain admires. 
Nor bigot zeal nor party rage 
Prevail to make me blame the page : 
I scorn not all that Dryden sings. 
Because he flatters courts and kings: 
And from the master lyre of Gray, 
Where pomp of music breaks away: 
Nor less the sound my notice draws, 
For that 'tis heard in Freedom*s cause. 

(1) AJludioc to tlM Camoent of Popflk 

B 
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The Mase ! what^'cr the Muse inspires^ 
My soul the tuneful strain admires. 
Where Wealth's bright sun propitious shines, 
Ko added lustre marks the lines; 
Where Want extends her chilling shades. 
No pleasing flower of Fancy fades. 
A dribbling peer's applauded lays 
Might claim, but dum in vain, my praise: 
From that poor youth whose tales relate 
Sad Juga's fears and Baldwin's fate! (1) 

The Muse ! whatever the Musc inspires, 

My soul the tuneful strain admires. 

When Fame her wreath well-eam'd bestows, 

My breast no latent envy knows. 

My Langhome's verse I long to hear. 

And Beattie's songs delight my ear: 

And his whom Athen's tragic maid. 

Now leads through Scaming's lonely glade ; (2) 

While he for British nymphs bids glow 

Her notes of terror and of woe ! 

The Muse ! whate'er the Muse inspires, 

My soul the tuneful strain admires. 

Or be the verse, or blank, or rhyme 

The theme, or humble or subUme: 

If Pastoral's hand my journey leads. 

Through harvest-fields, or new-mown meads ; 

If Epic's voice sonorous calls 

To -ffita's cliffs, or Salem's walls ; (3) 

(1) Chattertoa. 

(S) Potter** Eiehyliu and Euripides. 

(3) Glover and Tasio* 
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Enough — ^the Muse! the Muse inspires 1 
itfy soul the tuneful strain admires! 

POETICAL FAME. 

FAME constitutes a printipal objeet of the Poet^s pursttit : but- 
ala« ! bow seldom is it attained. The difflrulties, attending its ac- 
quiation, are th«s poeUeally delineated by Beattie, in bis iacompa* 
raUe Minstrel! 

AH ! who can tell how hard it is to clitnb 

The steep where Fame's proud temple shines afsar^ 

Ah ! who can tell, how many a soul sublime 
Has felt the influence of malignant star ; 

And waged with fortune an eternal war ! 

Checked by the scoff of pride, by envy's frown. 

And poverty's unconquerable bar ; 

In life's low vale remote has pin'd alone ; 

Then dropt into the grave uupitied and unknown ? 

THE MINSTREL. 

A PICTURE of the Minstrel, in whom the sister arts of Masie 
and Poetry were formerly united, with the freedom and indepen- 
daice of bis character, will be acceptable. It is pourtrayed by th^ 
delicate pjencil : 



THIS sapient age disclaims all classic lore. 

Else I should here in cunning phrase display. 
How forth the Minstrel fared in days of yore. 

Right glad of heart, tliough homely in array. 
His waving locks and beard all hoaty grey. 

And from his bending shoulder decent hung 
His Harfif the sole companion of his way. 

Which to the whistling wind responsive runt; ; 
And ever as he went some merry lay he sung !' 
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Fret not yourselves ye silken sons of pridct 
That a poor wanderer should uispire my straitf. 

The Muses fortune*s fickle smile deride, 

- Nor ever bow the knee in Mammon's fane. 

For their delights are with the village train. 
Whom nature's laws engage and nature's charm& 

They hate the sensual, and scorn the vain. 
The para^te their influence never warms, 

Nor him whose sordid soul the love of wealth alarms; 

Though richest hues the peacock's plumes adorn. 

Yet horror screams from his discordant throat. 
Rise sons of harmony and haU the mom. 

While warbling larks on russet pinions float : 
Or seek at noon the woodland scene remote. 

Where the grey linnets carrot from the hill. 
O let them ne'er, with artificial j^ote 

To please a tyrant, strain the little bill ; 
But sing what heaven inspires, and wander whei^ 
they will ! 

SOLAR SYSTEM. 

THE pflet^t eye, ** ia a fine phrenzy rolling/* ^sd^ns to eoaaflntf 
itself to terrestrial objects : it flies from sc^ie to scene, and waaden 
througboat the uuiverse! Hence the flights of the Muie ve iUk» 
bounded— witness the following inimitable lines :•> 

YE citadels of light and seats of gods. 
Perhaps my future home, from whence the soul. 
Revolving periods past, may oft look back. 
With recollected tenderness, on all 
The various busy scenes she left below. 
Its deep-laid projects^ and its strange even($. 
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As on some fond and doating tale, that soothed 
Her infant hours.^ — O ! be it lawful now 
To tread the hallow'd circle of your courts; 
And with mute wonder and delighted awe. 
Approach your burning confines. Seiz'd in thought. 
On fancy's wild and roving wing, I sail 
From the green borders of the peopled Earthy 
And the pale Moon her duteous fair attendant; 
From solitary Mara, from the vast orb 
Of Jufiiter, whose huge ^gantic bulk 
Dances in ether, like the lightest leaf 
To the dim verge the subm'bs of the system ; 
Where cheerless Saturriy *mid his wat*iy moons* 
Girt with a lucid zone, majestic sits 
In gloomy grandeur, like an exiled queen 
Amongst her weeping handmaids : fearless thence 
I launch into the trackless deeps of space. 
Where burning round ten thousand suns appear 
Of elder beam, which ask no leave to sliine 
Of our terrestrial star, nor boiTOw light 
From the proud regent of our scanty day. 
Sons of the morning ! first-bom of creation ! 
And only less than Mm, who marks their track. 
And guides their fiery wheels. Here must I stop^— 
Or, is there aught beyond ? What hand unseen 
Impels me onward, thro' the glowing orbs 
Of habitable nature, far remote. 
To the dread confines of eternal night : 
To solitudes of vast unpeopled space, 
TThe deserts of creation wide and wild ; 
Where embryo systems and unkindled suns 
Sleep in the womb of Chaos ? Fancy droops: 
And thought, astonished, stops her bold career ! 

B 2 
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But O ! thou rmghty Mind! whose powerful word 
Said — Thus let cUlthmga be^ and thus they 'were ! 
Where shall I seek thy presence? how unUam'd 
Invoke thy dread perfection ? 
Have the broad eye-lids of the mom beheld thee? 
Or does the beamy shoulder of Orion 
Support thy throne ? O look with pity down 
On erring guilty man !— not in thy names 
Of terror clad— -not with those thunders ann'd» 
That conscious Sinai felt when fear appal'd 
The scatter'd tribes ! Thou hast a gentler vdcc, 
That whispers comfort to the swelling heart, 
Abash'd, yet longing to behold her Maker ! 
But now my soul unus'd to stretch her pow'rs. 
In flights so daring, drops her weary wing; 
And seeks again the known accustx)m*d spot, 
Drest up with sun and shade, and lawns and 

streams, 
A mansion fair, and spacious for its guest, 
And fuU replete with wonders! Let me here 
Content and grateful wait the appointed time ; 
And ripen for the skies:— the hour will come 
When all these splendours bursting on my sight, 
Shall stand unveil'd, and to my ravish'd sense 
Unlock the glories of the World unknown I 

Mrs, Barbauld. 
BENEVOLENCE. 

THE Supreme Bdag Ium hoond the hunan race togeCker, by th« 
ptwnrful tiet of Idndiwn and sympathy, ^ai Qrom the exercue of 
this beDevtrfenee flow the most refined pleasures, and the most heart* 
Mt gntificttioiuw Theie we finely povrtnyed in the ibUowiog 



i . 



PA&NASSIAV GARLAirO. 31 

SWEET k the joy when Science flings 

Her light on philosophic thought : 
When Genius with keen ardour springs^ 
To dasp the lovely truth he sought. 
Sweet is the joy when Rafiture'a fire» 
Flows from the spirit of the lyre : 
When Liberty and Virtue rcil. 
Spring-tides ^ fancy o'er the poet's soul. 
That waft his flying bark, through seas above the 
pde! 

Sweet the delight when the gall'd heart 

Feels Consoiation's lenient hand ; 
Bind up the wound from Fortune's dart, 
With Friendahifi'a life-supporting hand ! 
And sweeter still and far above, 
These fainter joys, when purest Love 
The soul his willing captive keeps ; 
When he in bliss th*^ melting spirit steeps. 
Who drops delidous tears and woniders that he 
weeps! 

But not the brightest joy which arts 

In floods of mental light bestow ; 
Nor what firm Friendshifi's zeal imparts, 
Blest antidote of bitterest woe : 
Nor those that Lcrve^ sweet hours dispense, 
Can equal the ecstatic sense ; 
When swelling to a fond excess. 
The grateful praises of reliev'd distress, 
Re-echoed through the heart the toul of Bounty 
. Uessf 
( / Hayley, 
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TROJAN WAR. 



« THE tale of T^roy divine," carries \u back into the earliest records 
of history; and leads us to contemplate a theme, on which the Muse 
has poured forth hex choicest effusions. An address to that memo- 
rable spot, where a ten year^ contest between the Greeks and Trogans, 
was carried on and finidly closed, must be acceptable* The lines are 
at onoe animated and impressive: 

WHERE, hapless lUum, are thy heav'n-built walls? 
Thy high embattled towers — ^thy spacious halls ? 
Thy solemn temples fill'd with forms divine ? 
llie mighty Hector where — ^thy favorite boast. 
And all thy valiant sons, a num'rous host ? 
Thy arts, thy arms, thy riches and thy state. 
Thy pride of pomp, and all that made thee great? 
These prostrate all, in dust and ruin lie — 
But thy transcendent yame can never die I 
'Tis not in Fate to tiink thy glories past. 
They fill the W^or/fif-— and with the World shall last. 

' Dr. Mkin. 



PLEASURES OF SENSIBILITY. 

IT lias been questioned, whetlier sensibility occasions more ple»> 
sure or pain, but the children of Sensibility have sensations of a su- 
perior kind. IMiss Mure^ having chosen this theme for the sulgt-ct of a 
poetical epUtkf exclaims, with a pathos that does credit to her heart : 

LET not the vulgar read this pensive strain. 
Their jests tlie tender anguish would profane ; 
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Yet these some deem the happiest of their kind^ 
Whose low enjoyments never reach'd the mind : 
Who ne'er a pain, but for themselves, have known; 
Nor ever felt a sorrow but their own : 
Who call romantic every finer thought, 
Conceiv'd by pity, or by friendship wrought 
Ah! wherefore happy? where*s the kindred mind^ 
Where the large soul that takes in human kind? 
Where the best passions of the mortal breast? 
Where the warm blessing, when another's blest? 
Where the sofl lenitives of others' pain. 
The social sympathy — ^the sense humane ? 
The sigh of rapture, and the tear of joy; 
Angmsh that charms, and transports that destroy ^ 
For tender sorrow has her pleasures too; 
Pleasures which prosperous dulness never knew^^ 
She never knew in all her coarser bliss 
The sacred rapture of a pain like this ! 
Kor tllinks the cautious only are the just. 
Who never was deceiv'd, I would not trust 
Then take, ye happy vulgar ! take your part 
Of sordid joy, that never touch 'd the heart. 
Benevolence, which seldom stays to choose, 
Lest pausing Prudence teach her to refuse. 
Friendship, which once determin'd, never swerves, 
Wei^s ere it trusts; but weighs not ere it serves. 
And soft-ey'd Pity ; and Forgiveness bland, 
And melting Charity with open hand. 
And artless Love believing and believ'd ; 
And generous Confidence which ne'er deceiv'd ; 
And Mercy stretching out ere want can speak. 
To wipe the tear from pale Affliction's cheek. 
Xheae ye have never known ( then take your part 
Of sordid joy, whicli never touch'd the heart ! 
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HOPE AND FEAR. 

THE proper objects of these two inaster>passiom of the human 
breast, Hope and Fear^ are thus pointed out with force and beauty. 

WHERE shall our Ho[i€ and Fear their object^ 

find? 
Must dull suspense corrupt tlie stagnant mind ? 
Must helpless maa in ignorance sedate 
Fall darkling down the torrent of his fate ? 
Must no dislike alarm— no wishes rise : 
No cries invoke the mercies of the skies ? 
Enquirer cease— petitions yet remsdn, 
Which heav'n may hear, nor deem reli^on v^iu 
Still raise for good the supplicating voice ; 
But leave to heav*n the measure and the chdce. 
Safe in his pow'r, whose eyes discern afar, 
The secret ambush of a specious pray'r. 
Implore his aid — in his decisions rest ^ 

Secure — ^whate'er he g^ves he gives the best 
Yet when the sense of sacred presence fires^ 
And strong devotion to the sky aspires. 
Pour forth thy fervors for a healthful mind. 
Obedient passions and a will resigned : 
For LovCy which scarce collective man can fill. 
For Patience sorei'eign o'er transmuted ill : 
For Faiths that panting for a happier seat. 
Counts Death kind nature's signal for retreat. 
These goods for man the laws of heav'n ordain. 
These goods he grants, who grants the pow'r to gain. 
With rAc*e celestial wisdom calms the mind; 
And makes the happiness she does not find ! 

Johnson* 
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CHARITY SCHOOLS. 

' THE utility of these uudtutions is indisputable; and their value 
ii recognized by the ample support, whieh they receive from the mora 
enlii^bteiied and benevcdeut part of the community. Sueh worthy 
individiials must feel the force of the subsequent lines : 

LET not a form, which bears your Maker's image 
Defeat the end of being :— know 'tis yours 
In heav'nly tints to dip the infant soid-— 
So raise the new idea — ^lift it high, 
Ev*n to Jchorvah*8 throne : the ductile mind. 
Pliant as wax, shall wear the mould you ^ve. 
Sharp gratitude, you've calPd to life, shall cut 
In cjrphers deep the now expanded heart ; 
And ev'n, beyond the chambers of the grave, 
The joyous spirit shall your records bear, 
To meet. your eyes when trembling worlds expired 
What then shall live or stand in that dread hour 
Bat acts like these^ when panting spirits call 
For every little test to aid their plea i 
May yours resound, supported in the blast 
By grateful infants, and by ripen'd man. 
To whom you gave perfection ! Angels smile 
And songs of glory shake the vault of heaven ! 

An7i Yearaley, 

TOMB OF HOWARD. 

IT is well known that John Hnvartt, the far-famed Philanthropist, 
died at CIter»mi, in l\irkey, January 20th, 1790, and lies there inter 
«ed. Tins eircumstanoe gave rise to the foHowiDg: lines, replete with 
the spirit of poetry. 
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WHEN, o'er the mounding Euxine's stormy tides^ 
In hostile pomp, the Turk's proud navy rides. 
Bent on the frontiers of the imperial Czar, ' 
To pour the tempest of vindictive war ; 
If onward to those shores they haply steer. 
Where, Howard^ thy cold dust reposes near: 
Whilst o'er the wave the ^Iken pennants stream; 
And, seen far off, the golden crescents glftam : 
Amid the pomp of war the swelling breast. 
Shall feel a still unwonted awe imprest; 
And the relenting pagan turn a»de 
To think— -on yonder shore the Christian died f 
But thou, O Briton, doom'd perhaps to roam 
An exile many a year, and far from home : 
If ever fortune thy lone footsteps leads 
To the wild Nieper's banks and whispering reeds ; 
O'er Howard's grave thou shalt impassion'd bend. 
As if to hold sad converse with a friend ! 
Whate'er thy fate upon this various scene. 
Where'er thy weary pilgrimage has been, 
Tliere shalt tiiou pause, and shutting from thy heart 
Some vain regrets, that oft unhidden start. 
Think upon lum to every lot resign'd. 
Who wept — who toird— who perish'd for man^ 
kind! 

FAREWELL TO LIFE. 

IkUL MICHAEL BRUCE, a native of Scotland, and a young man 
of pnaauag talents, fell a nietini to the ravages of a eontumptiosb 
A few months only previous to his deeeaie, he wrote these affecting 
lu^, whieh pay be deemea Ui FareweU U Lifh 
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NOW qirbg returns— bat not to me returns 
The venial joy my better years have known. 

Dim in my breast life's d3^ing taper bums; 
And all the joys of life with health are fiown, 

Starting and shiv'ring in the inconstant wind ; 

Meagre and pale, the ghost of what I was; 
Beucath some blasted tree I lie reclin'd. 

And count the silent moments as they pass. 

The winged moments, whose unstaying speed 
No art can stop, or in their course arrest ; 

Whose flight diall shortly count me with the dead; 
And lay me down in peace with them that rest! 

Oft morning dreams presage approaching fate ; 

And morning dreams, as poets tell, are true. 
Led by pale ghosts, I enter death's dark gate ; 

And bid the realms of light and life adieu ! 

I hear the helpless w£dl, the shriek of woe ; 

I see the muddy wave, the dreary shore. 
The sluggish streams that slowly creep below. 

Which mortals visit and return no more ! 

Farewell ye blooming fields ! ye cheerful plains ! 

Enough for me the church-yard's lonely mound ; 
Where Melancholy, with still Silence reigns. 

And the rank grass waves o'er the cheerless 
ground! 

There let me wander at the shut of eve. 
When sleep sits heavy on the labourer's eyes : 

The world and all its busy foUies leave. 
And talk with Wisdom where my Daphnis lies I 

c 
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Ther6 let me sleep forgotten in the clay, 
When Death shall shut these weaiy-aching cy«s; 

Rest in the hopes of an-^Etemal Dat/j 

Till the long night is gone, and the Uut mom 
arise ! Bruce* 

THE PATRIOT AND WARRIOR. 

PUBLIC characUr* should ahrayi be estiraated by their vtUify: 
for some ai'e intent on protectiug, wlulst others tak^ a joide ' 
destroying mankind. 

LET laurels drench'd in pure Parnassian dews. 
Reward his memory, dear to every muse ; 
Who, with a courage of unshaken root. 
In honour's field advancing his firm foot. 
Plants it upon the line that justice draws, 
And will prevail or perish in her cause ! 
'Tis to the virtues of such men man owes 
His portion in the good that heav*n bestows : 
And when recording history displays 
||[eats of renown, though wrought in ancient days ; 
Tells of ''a few stout hearts that fought and died. 
Where duty plac'd them at their country's side. 
The man who is not mov*d with what he reads, 
That takes not fire at their heroic deeds, 
Unworthy of the blessings of the brave. 
Is base in kind, and bom to be a slave ! 
But let eternal infamy pursue 
The wretch to nought but his ambition true ; 
Who, for the sake of filling, with one blast. 
The post-horns of all Europe, lays her waste ! 
yhink yourself stationed on a tow 'ring rock, 
To see^a people scatter'd like a flock; 
Some bloody mastiff panting at their heels, 
\A'ith all the savage thirst a tygcr feels; 
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Then view him self-proclaim'd in a Gazette, 
Chief monster that has plagu'd the nations yet ! 
The globe and sceptre in such hands misplac'd, 
Those ensigns of dominion how disgrac'd ! 
The glass that bids man mark the fleeting hour, 
And death's own scythe would better speak liis 

power; 
Then grace the bwiy phantom in their stead. 
With tfie gay shoulder-knot and gay cockade ; 
Clothe the tmn-brethren in each otiier's dress» 
The 9ame — their occupation and success ! 

Cowfier. 

RIUNS OF PALMYRA. 

ALL ndnt ate interestiog to tkc rtf eeting mind. TJmc of F^ 
nyn have cixcited great cmiodty, and are entitled to much atten* 
tioD. The reports of traydlers vespecting their grandeur and extent, 
exceed crediUfity. 



SEE where Palmyra 'mid her wasted plains* 
Her shatter'd aqueducts and prostrate fanes> 
(As the bright orb of breezy midnight pours,. 
Long threads of silver through her gaping towers : 
O'er mouldering tombs and tottering columns 

gleams. 
And frosts her deserts with diffusive beams.) 
Sad o'er the mighty wreck in science bends. 
Lifts her wet eyes^— -her tremulous hands extends! 
If, from lone cUffs, a bursting rill expands 
Its transient course, and sinks into the sands ; 
O'er the moist rock the fell hyxna prowls. 
The leopard hisses, and the panther growls; 
On quivering wing the famish'd vulture screams, 
Dips his dry beak, and sweeps the gushing streams. 
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With foaming jaws beneath and sanguine tongue^ 
Laps the lean wdf, and pants and runs along. 
Stem stalks the lion on the rustling brinks, 
Hears the dread snake, and trembles as he drinks. 
Quick I darts the scaly monster o'er the plain, 
Fdd after fold his undulating train : 
And bending o'er the lake his crested brow, , 
Starts at the crocodile that gapes below! JDarwifL 

MAN MADE TO MOURN. 

THE motley eomplexioii of humaa life ocearioiu a variety ef 
nflectioiis: but we must remember, that all its erents, howerev 
Taiiegated, a>e under the controul of a wise and good Btsag, who 
^VUI direct every thing to a happy temdnadon. 

A FEW seem favourites of state, 

In pleasurc;'s lap carest. 
Yet think not all the rich and great. 

Are likewise truly blest : 
But oh! what crouds in ev'ry land 

Are wretched and forlorn ; 
Through weary life this lesson leani. 

That man was made to mourn ! 

Many and sharp the numerous ilia 

Inwoven with our frame; 
More pointed still we make ourselves 

Regret — ^remorse and shame. 
And A/an, whose heav'n-erected face 

The smiles of love ad(Hii: 
Man's inhumanity to man, 

Makes countless thousands mourn ! 

See yonder poor o'er-labour^d wighty 

So abject, mean and vile, 
Who begs a brother <^ the earth 

To give him leave to toil; 
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And see lus lordly feUow-worm 

The poor petitioii spurn; 
Unnundful, tho' a weeping wifie 

And hdpless offspring mourn ! 

If Vm design'd yon lordling's slave 

By nature's law design'd. 
Why was an indefiendent wish 

£'er planted in my mind. 
If not— why am I subject to 

His cruelty or scorn ; 
Or why has man the will or pow'r 

To make his fellow mourn f 

Yet let not this too much my son 

Disturb thy youthful breast 
This partial view of human kind 

Is surely not the last. 
The poor oppressed honest man 

Had never sure been bom, 
Had there not been some recompence 

To comfort those that mourn ! 
O Death ! the poor man's dearest friend. 

The kindest and the best: 
Welcome the hour my aged limbs 

Are hud with thee at rest ! 
The great and wealUiy fear thy blow, 

From pomp and pleasure torn : 
But oh ! a blest relief to those. 

That weary-laden mourn ! Burns. 

THE IMPROVEMENT OF THE WORLD. 

PHILOSOPHERS and Diviiief bare dwelt on this pleasing sub- 
ject : nor are their speculations airy and unvabstantial. What the 
poet here finely defincatet, we trust will one day be realized* 

c 2 
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The time was once 

When Lorve and Hafipmeu went hand in hand; 
In that blest era of the infant world. 
Ere men had learnt to bow the knee to man. 
Was there a youth whom warm affection M'd* 
He spake his honest heart: the earliest fruits 
His toil produced : the sweetest ilowers that deck'd 
The sunny bank, he gather'd for the maid: 
Nor she disdain'd the gift ; for Vice not yet 
Had burst the dungeons of her hell, and rear'd 
Those artificial bounds, that divide 
Man from his spedes— State of blessedness! 
Till that ill-omen'd hour when Cain's stem son 
Delv'd into the bowels of the eardi for gold-— 
Accursed bane of virtue ! of such force 
As poets feign dwelt in the gorgon locks. 
Which, whoso saw, felt instant the life-blood 
Cold curdle in his veins: the creeping flesh 
Grew stiff with horror, and the heart forgot 
To beat Accursed hour ! for man no more 
To Justice paid his homage ; but forsook 
Her altars, and bow'd down before the shraie 
Of Wealth and Poiver^ the idols he had made ! 
Then Hell enlarged herself — ^her gates flew wide— 
Her legion fiends rushed forth ! Ofifiression came, 
Whose frown is desolation, and whose breath 
Blasts like a pestilence : and Poverty ^ 
A meagre monster, who, with with'ring touch 
Makes barren all the better part of man — 
Mother of Miaeriea ! — ^then the goodly Earth, 
Which God had fram'd' for happier purposes, 

became 
One theatre of woe; and all that God 



t 
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Had s^vcn to bless freemen, these tyrsait fiends 
His bitterest curses made? Tet for the best 
Hath he ordained all things— the jiU Wise! 
For by experience rous'd shall Man, at length. 
Dash down hit Moloch-gods, Samson-like, 
And burst his fetters— only strong whilst strong 
Believed— then in the bott6mless abyss 
Ofifireanon shall be chain'd and Ponuerty 
Die, and with her«-her brood of miseries ; 
And Virtue and Equality preserve 
The reign of Love^ and Earth shall once again 
Be Paradise, whilst fViadom shall secure 
The state of bliss which Ignorance betrayed ! 

Southey* 

DIVINE LOVE. 

THE beneroknee of the Sapreme BeiD|» b the souree of all oar 
test hopei, tod noblett expeetations. GOD is the centre of all good 
— Aenoe flow tiie streams of his bonnty, in every possiUe direiKtioD 
ftr die wdfaie and happiness of mankind. 

MY GOD ! thy boundless Love I praise 
How bright on high its glories blaze ! 

How sweetly Uoom below ! 
It streams from thine eternal throne 
Thro* beav*n its joys for ever run, 

And e'er the earth they flow I 

n^is Love that paints the purple mom, 
And bids the clouds, in air upborne. 

Their genial drops disdL 
In every vernal beam it glows, 
And breathes in every gale Ihat blows. 

And glides in ev*ry riH. 
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It robes m cheerful gre«i the groond, 
And pours its flow'ry beauties round» 

Whose sweets perfume the gak : 
Its beauties richly spread the plain. 
The blushing fruit, the golden grain, 

And smile on ev'ry v^e! 

But in thy Gospel see it shine 
With grace and glories more divine 

Proclaiming sins forgiv'n ; 
There Faithy bright cherub, points the way. 
To realms of everlasting day. 

And opens all her heav'n ! 

Then let the Lo-ve^ that makes me blest, 
With cheerful praise inspire my breast, 

And ardent gratitude ; 
And all my thougl^ts and passions tend 
To thecy my Father and my Friend, 

My soul's eternal good ! 

Dart from thine own celestial flame. 
One vivid beam to warm my frame 

With kindred energy ; 
Mark thine own image on my mind ; 
And teach me to be good and kind. 

And love and ble9B like Thee I 

Henry Moore* 

VIRTUE. 

Wntten under a afireading tree on the aummii 

of a Hill. 

TO monjize on the beautiful soeses of Nature, affordi hig^ grati- 
fication to the well-eonitituted mind. The imagination eatdiei hold 
of certnin object*, and renderi them, by means of anintiiitiyeiagacity^ 
subservient to zooral imjproTemeiitt 
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O TOU ! who pass these syh'an ^ades ; 
JElmboVr'd in cool refreshing shades, 
AHow, beneath this spreading tree» 
One moment to monOity. 
When lab'ring up this steep asceiit» 
Your eyes upon the summit bent* 
Toilsome and Iciig the way appear'dt 
And you the undertaking fear'd; 
Yet as you near and nearer drew. 
The labour less^i'd to your view; 
And when this calm recess you've gain'd. 
You wonder that the thought had pain'd: 
Tis so with Firiue — when we see 
From far the sweet Divinity; 
Her distant radiance we admire. 
But think the tedious road may tire: 
*Tis true she is with roses crown'd. 
Yet intervening thorns are found ; 
At length determined to pursue 
The object, that enchants our view. 
With noble resolution arm'd. 
By Hope inspired, by Glory charm'd. 
Despising vice— contemning rest. 
We venture— persevere— are bleat ! 

Anonymous. 

MEMORY 

IS <h«l wonderful power of the Human MBnd, liy whieh we aro 
ctpabto of calling up former ideas and aenaationt. It is the inteUee- 
toal stai«4iottae-4he basis of all knowledge— the souree whenoe we 
4eriTe sane of the most exquisite pleasures, that deligkt us, in our 
thraogh fife ; and support us, in the awf\il moment of dis- 



HAIL, Memory hail ! in thy exhaustless mine. 
From age to age onnumbei'd treasures slune ! 
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Thought and her shadowy brood, thy call obey. 
And Place and Time are subject to thy sway ! 
Thy pleasures most we feel, when most alone. 
The only pleasures we can call our own I 
Lighter than air Hope's summer- vi^ons cUe, 
If but a fleeting cloud obscure the sky; 
If but a beam of sober reason play» 
Lo ! Fancy's fairy frost-work melts away ! 
But can the wiles of Art, the grasp of Pow'r, 
Snatch the rich relics of a well-spent hour? 
These, when the trembling spirit wings her fli|^t9' 
Pour round her path a stream of living light. 
And gild those pure and perfect realms of rest. 
Where Virtue triumphs, and her sons are blest! 

Rogers. 

THE GLOW-WORM. 

THIS little transparent insect, that decoratet oar priwte patibt' 
and public roads, at a certain season of the year, has routed the Muse 
to celebrate its beauty and simplicity. Who has not seen its luminaiis 
appearance— who has not admired its faint and gentle rays? 

BRIGHT stranger ! welcome to my field. 
Here feed in safety— here thy radiance yield ; 

To me, oh ! nightly, be thy splendours giv'n. 
Oh ! could a wish of mine the skies command. 
How would I gem the leaf with liberal hand. 

With every sweetest dew of heav'n ! 

Say — dost thou kindly light the fairjr train. 
Amidst their gambols on the stilly plain. 

Hanging thy lamp upon the moistened blade* 
What lamp so fit-— so pure, as thine. 
Amidst the gentle Elfin band to shine ; 

And chase the horrors of the midnight shade ^ 
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Oh ! may no feathered foe disturb thy pow*r. 
And, with barbarian beak, thy life devour ! 

Oh ! may no ruthless torrent of the sky, 
O'erwhelming force thee from thy dewy seat ; 
Nor tempest tear thee from thy gi'een retreat. 

To bid thee midst the humming myriads die ! 

Queen of the insect world ! what leaves delight ! 

Of such these willing hands a bower shall form, 
To guard thee from the rushing rains of night. 

And hide thee from the wild wing of the storm ! 
Sweet child of stillness ! 'mid the awful calm 

Of paushig nature, thou art pleased to dwell. 
In happy silence to enjoy the balm. 

And shed through life a lustre round thy cell \ 

How different man — the imp of ndse and strife^ 
Who courts the storm that tears and darkens life, 

Blest when the passi(»)s wild his soul invade ! 
How nobler far, to bid the whirlwind cease, 
To taste, like thee, the luxury of peace ; 

And shine in solitude and ^ade ! Dr. Walcot. 

THE BEE. 

THIS industriout little animal has been a great farourite with 
nankind: it cannot therefore be a matter of surpriae that poets thould 
lutTe eddbrated its virtues in appropriate strains. 

THOU cheerful Bee ! come, freely come^ 
Apd travel round my woodbine bow'r ; 
Delight me with thy wandering hum ; 
And rouse me from my musing hour. 
Oh ! try no more yon tedious fields ; 
Come taste the sweets my garden yields, 
The treasure of each blooming mine. 
The bud— the blossom— all are tliine ! 
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And careless of this noon-tide heat. 
Til follow as thy ramble guides. 
To watch thee : pause and chafe thy feet. 
And sweep them o'er thy downy sides; 
Then in a flower's bell nestling lie. 
And all thy busiest ardour ply. 
Then o'er the stem, though fair it grow. 
With touch rejecting, glance and ga 

O Nature kind! O labourer wise! 

That roam'st along the summer ray, 

Glean'st every bliss thy life supplies. 

And meet'st prepar'd thy wintry day ; 

Go — envied go— with crowded gates. 

The hive thy rich return aw^ts ; 

Bear home thy store, in triumph gay. 

And shame each idler on thy way. 

Smyth* 

THE SLAVE TRADE. 

THIS odiona traffic has been depicted in its true colours hy Tarkras 
poets: but no delineation of its miseries exeeetls the fbllowingf 
vihich glows with a sacred love of Religion and Humanity. 

THERE are, gloomy Ocean ! a brotherless dan. 

Who traverse thy banishing waves. 
The poor disinherited outcasts of Man, 
Whom Avarice coins into Slaves I 
From the homes of their kindred, their forefathers' 
graves. 
Love, Friendship, and Conjugal Bliss, 
They are dragg'd on the hoary abyss. 
The shark hears tiieir shrieks, and ascending to- 
day, 
Demands of the spoiler his share of the prey \ 
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Then joy to tke tempest that whdms them be- 
neath. 
And maldes then: destruction its sport : 
Bat woe to the winds that propitiously breathe. 
And waft them in safety to port ; 
Where the vultures and vampires of Mammon re- 
sort; 
Where Europe exultingly drains 
The life-blood from Africa's veins ; 
Where the image of God is accounted as base. 
And the image of Cesar set up in its place. 

The hour is approaching — a terrible hour ! 

And Vengeance is bending her bow. 
Already the clouds of the hurricane lour. 
And the rock-rending whirlwinds blow. 
Bads: rolls the huge Ocean — ^Hell opens below ; 
The floods rctum headlong — they sweep 
The slave-cultur*d lands to the deep ; 
In a moment entomb'd in the horrible void. 
By their Maker himself, in his anger destroy'd* 

Shall this be the fate of the cane-filanted islest 

More lovely than clouds in the west. 
When the sun o'er the ocean descending in 
smiles, 
Snks softly and sweetly to rest ? 
Ab / — ^Father of Mercy! befriend tlie opprest — 
At the voice of thy Gospel of Peace, 
May the sorrows of Africa cease ; 
And the Slave and his Master devoutly unite 
To walk in thy Freedom, and dwell in thy Light! 

Montgomery, 

1> 
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CONTENTMENT. 

REASON and Religion unite to recommend a spirit of Cootentr 
ment. Indeed it is an esMntial ingredient in the happiness of Manr 
kind. An eneomium on suck a sutgoct written at twdve ycut et 
•gc^ u entitled to attention. 

SWEET child of Virtu©— calm Content, 

Friend of the lowly, hear my cry; 
Who tum*st the dart by sorrow sent. 

And sooth'st the rugged brow of poverty. 

Gay mom awakes her wanton gale. 

To kiss the sweets of every mead: 
Soft dews impearl the verdant vale. 

And gently bend the cowshp's silken head; 

Yet without thec^ vsdn blooms the scene; 

In vain the sylvan warbler sings; 
In %^ain the dale is clothed in green ; 

In vak) the spicy shrubs soft odpur flingsi 

Come, then, sweet maid, bid trouble cease, 
And here thy heavenly sisters bring. 

Light Cheerfulness and white-rob'd Peace, 
Teach woe to smile, and bending toil to ^g. 

She hears— she comes — she cheers my breast, 

And adds fresh lustre to the view : 
- How richly now the tuHp's drest. 

How sweet the little violet*s milder hue. 

Yes ! place me where the cold wind blows. 
With her the storm I will not dread : 

O'er all a sunny robe she throws, 
And twines the w reatli of Spring for Winter's hcaA 

Caroline Symmom. 
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THE DESTRUCTION OF THE WORLD. 

THIS mufid evait of tte Dut^lutimt tf^tJingt! m specifically 
laentiaQed in Sacred Writ, fonu an intefestins thcBK for tbe Pocf> 
It CTiflaniPi the imaginatkn and de^ly affects the heart* 

AND lo ! a cloud just opemng on the view/ 
lUum'd with dazzling light the etherial bhie : 
Oil its broad breasfc a migfUy Angel came, 
I£s eyes were lightning, and his robes of flame; 
O'er all his form the circling glories run. 
And his face lighten'd as the blazing sun ; 
His limbs with heav'n's aerial vesture glow. 
And o'er his head was hung the sweepy bow. 
As shines the brightening steel's refulgent gleam. 
When the smooth Uade reflects the spangling beam. 
Its light, with quicken'd glance the eye surveys 
Green, gold, and vermeil trembling as it plays: 
So flam'd his wings along the etherial road ; 
And earth*s long shores resounded as he trod. 
Sublime he tower'd, keen terror arm'd his eyes ; 
And grasp'd tlie redd'ning bolt that rends the skies. 
One foot stood firmly on th' extended plain 
Secure — and one repell'd the bounding main— - 
He shook his arm— the lightning burst a^ay 
Through Heav'n's dark concave gleam'd the paly 

ray, 
Roar'd the loud bolt tremendous through tlie gloom; 
And peals on peals prepare th' impending doom. 
Then to his lips a mighty trump apply'd, 
(The flames were ceas'd«-the muttering thunders 

dy'd) 
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While all th* invdving firmaments rebound. 
He raised his voice and labour'd in the sound: 
These dreadful words he spoke— 

** Be dark thou Sun— in one eternal mght ! 
And cease thou Moon — ^to rule with paler light ! 
Ye planets— drop from these dissolving skies ! 
Rend all ye Tombs — and all ye Dead arise I 
Ye Winds be still — yc Tempests rave no morel 
And roll thou Deep thy millions to the shore ! 
Earth be dissolved, with all these worlds on lugh t 
And Time— be lost in vast Eternity! 
Now by Creation's dread tremendous ^re ; 
Who sweeps the stars as atoms in his ire ; 
By Heav Vs omnipotent-unconquer'd King, 
By him who rides the rapid Whiriwind's img« 
Who i:eigns supreme in his august abode ; 
Forms or confounds with one commanding nod ; 
Who wraps in black'ning clouds his awful brow ; 
Whose glance, like lightning, looks all nature 

thro'— 
By Bbn I swear !** (He paus'd and bowM the 

head, 
Then r^s'd aloft his flaming hand and said) 
" Attend ye Saints, who in seraphic la3rs, 
Exalt his name, but tremble while you praise! 
Ye hosts that vow to your Almighty Lord, 
Hear all his works— tiie irrevocable word I 
Thy Keign O Man — and Earth thy days are o'er! 
I swear by Him — ^that— Time ehaU be no morel** 

He spake — all Nature groan'd a loud reply — 
Then shook the Sun, and tore him from the sky! 

OgUvie. 
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MEMORY OF THE DEAD. 

THIS pleasing affectioB of the mind we all aherish ; and it yiddi a 
MoAing and refined species of gratification. It is common to all agaa 
jnd all natioot ; nor will it eret forsake the feeling lieart. 

Of them who vrrapt in Earth are cold. 
No more the smiling day shall vievr^ 

Should many a tender tale be told, 
For many a tender thought is due. 

Why else the o'ergrown paths of time, 
Would thus the letter'd sage explore. 

With pain these crumUing ruins climb, 
And on the doubtful sculpture pore ? 

Why seeks he with unwearied toil, 

Throu^ Death's dim walks to urge his way ; 
Reclaim his long asserted spoil. 

And lead Oblivion into day^ 

*Tis Nature prompts ty toil or fear, 

Unmov'd to range through Death's dom^ ; 

The tender parent loves to hear 
Her children's story told again ! 

Langhome^ 

A FEMALE CHARACTER. 

THE obligations we are under to tbe Female Sex are so niuneroas 
and powerful, that we with pleasure contemplate the excellencies, 
by which their characters are distinguished. 

HER kindly-melting heart 

To every want, and every woe, 

D 3 
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To guilt itself, when in disti^esSy 

The balm of pity would impart. 
And all relief that bounty could bestow ! 
E'en for the kid or lamb that pour'd its life 

Beneath the Uoody knife. 
Her gentle tears would fall, 
Tears from'sweet Virtue's source, benevolent to ^ 
Not only good and kind 
fiut strong and elevated was her mind, 
A spirit that with noble pride. 

Could look superior down, 

On Fortune's smile or frown ; 
That could without regret or pain» 
To Firtue*9 lowest duties sacrifice. 
Or Int'rcst, or Ambition's highest prizq. 
That injur'd or offended never tried. 
Its digni^ by vengeance to maintain. 

But by magnanimous disdain. 

A wit that temperately bright. 
With inoffensive light. 

All pleasing shone nor ever pass'd 
The decent bounds that Wisdom's sober miiHil» 
And sweet Benevolence's mild command. 
And bashful Modesty before it cast ; 
A prudence undeceiving, undeceiv'd. 
That nor too little nor too much believ'd; 
That scorn'd unjust Suspicion's coward fear. 
And without weakness knew to be sincere / 

l(ytiletOTji* 

NOSEGAY OF WILD FLOWERS. 

I 

The followmg poetical collcctioin of fTUd Fltnvers must be •dokired 
^y the lovers o nature. They are lererally dieMrib64 wiib.«n unBoiaet 
BtoQ degree of delicacy* 
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FAIR rising from her icy couch 

Wan herald of the floral year. 
The SnovMirofi marks the spring's approach. 

Ere yet the primrose groups appear. 
Or peers the Aurun (1) from its spotted veil. 
Or odorous Violeta scent the cold capricious gale. 

Then tluckly strewn in woodland bowers, 

Anemoniea their stars unfold ; 
There spring the Sorrel's veined flowers. 

And rich in vegetable gt^ld. 
From calyx pale, the freckled Cowslip bom, 
Receives in amber cups the fragrant dews of moriL 

Lo ! the green 7%om, her silver buds, 

Expands to May's enliv'ning beam* 
Hottonia (2) blushes on the floods. 

And where the slowly strickling steam, 
liifid grass and spiry rushes stealing glides 
Her lovely fringed flowers faivMenyantAua (3) hideSi 

In the l(Hie copse, or shadowy dale, 
Wild clustered knots of Harebells blow. 

And droops the Lify of the vale. 

O'er Finca*s (4) matted leaves below. 

The Orchis race with vary'd beauty charm. 

And mock the exploring bee or fly's aerial forow 

Wound in the hedge^row's oaken boughs, 
The Woodbine^s tassels float in air ; 

And blushing, the uncultur'd Bose 

Hangs hi^ her beauteous blossoms there; 

Her fillets there the purple Mghtshade weaves. 

And the Brionia winds hMrpale and scolloped leavtSji 

(1) Cuckoo Fix\t. (2) Water Viokt* 

(3) BogbWAi (4) Ftaiiriiri4e* 
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To later Summer's fragrant breath, 
Clematfs (5) feathery garlands dance. 

The hollow Fox-glove nods beneath, 
While to tall Mullein*a yellow lance, 

JOear to the mealy tribe of ev'ning towers, 

And the weak Gallium (6) weaves its myriad fairy 
flowers. 

■ 

Sheltering the coote's or wild-duck's nest, 

And where the timid halcyon hides. 
The Willow-herb in crimson drest, 
; Waves with jlrundo o'er the tides. 
And there the bright J^ymfihea (7) loves to lave. 
Or spreads her golden orbs upon the dimpling wave. 

And thou^ by pain and sorrow blest, 

Paficpver I (8) that an opiate dew, 
Conceal'st beneath thy scarlet vest. 

Contrasting with the Corn-flower blue. 
Autumnal months behold thy gauzy leaves 
Bend in the rustling gale amid the tawny sheaves*^ 

From the first bud, whose venturous head 
The Winter*8 lingering tempest braves, 
To those which mid the foilage dead. 

Sink latest to their annual grave, 
M are for healthy ov foody or pleasure ^ven. 
And speak in various ways the bounteous hand of 
Heaven ! 

Charlotte Smith. 

IB) Virgin^c bovrer. (6) Yellow Lady** bed'Stniw. 

(f) Vnat» Water lily. (8) Comnon Vappf, 
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THE CHARACTER OF ALFRED. 

THE chtneter <ir i<j^haf hai Umf oeen the theine of gtnenl ftdnii- 
latioB. Tbe ▼insMS which diitiiiguiihed him, both in adrernty and 
praperity, have tttneted ipedal iMtice, and are inscribed on the 
pttge of hiitorf • 

THRICE hail ! thou Hero of the Saxon line, 
Britannia's lavs— Britanuia's freedom thine ! 
Enrich'd bjr nature, and adom*d by art, 
Tliine were the varied powers of head and heart: 
Thine by a kind felicity of fate. 
The reconcil'd extremes of good and grtat : 
Conduct with courage, thought with action join*d, 
And all the virtues tempered and combin'd: 
Ardent in war, in gentle peace serene, 
Y/ise in the public, as the private scene ; 
Coolness to plan, and vigour to pursue. 
And bom to mould a rugged state anew ! 
Whate'er philosophy has drawn sublime. 
Or poets sung in all the pride of rhyme. 
Whatever history of good has giv'n 
The boast of nature, and the smile of heav*!! 
Adom'd thy youth, and to complete the plan, 
And give the perfect model of a man. 
Nature bestow'd each fascinating grace. 
The princely stature, and attracting face ; 
Then in the noblest light her work to bring. 
In times of trial, stamp'd thee for a King ! 
Scarce shone the crown upon thy princely head. 
Ere rapine paus'd and foul ctisorder fled; 
And when compell'd to quit thy regal seat. 
Still like thyself, was sought thy soft retreat, 
Veil'd by the shepherd-cot and clown's attire* 
Still glow'd within thee all the patriot's firc> 
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Dismissed the regal pomp, its train resign'd. 
No fate could sink the Monarch in thy mind? 
The kingly glories there their state maint^'d, 
There unsubdued majestic virtue reign'd; 
Expiring Liberty engagM thy care, 
For her to heav'n still breathed the fervent pray*r: 
Beneath the humblest shed she fill'd thy breast. 
The humblest shed ennobled by the guest ; 
There, while th' unconscious neat-herd tdl'd and 

sung, ■ 
The dart was pointed, and the bow was strung ; 
Then while thy Country^s foes repos'd supine. 
Again in arms the foe beheld thee shine ! 
Th* invaders soon a conqueror aUowM, 
And every haughty lord to Alfred bow*d! 
To arts, as arms Uiy genius led the way^ 
And the glad olive mingled with the bay ; 
Of social life too, thine the faultless plan. 
Foes warm'd to friends, and Man acknowledged Man. 
Fair times ! when Monarchy was happiness ; 
Whep rule was freedom, and when power could blessl 
*Twas thme to call where'er the atoms lay. 
The rights of honest nature into day : 
*Twa8 timet O royal Architect! at length 
To give her charter beauty, softness, strength. 
Till on a firm foundation freedom stood. 
And Reason saw that— a// was fair and good! 

Pratt. 

THE EXILE. 

IHE number of worthy persons which the French ReTo1ati«n ha& 
driven from their native land, and the kind reeeption which has 
been given them iuAthis country, is a matter of general notoriety. 
An individual of this description cannot fidl of exciting our compa*- 
•ion. Ills solitary tppeannee attracts our notice and attentMii* 
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POOR TraveUer! O teU me— tell me aU! 
For I like thee am bat a furtive, 
An alien from delight, in this dark scene ! 
And now I mark thy features, I behold 
The cause of thy complaining. Thou art here 
A persecuted JExile I one whose soul 
Unbowed by guilt, demands no patronage 
From blunted feeling, or the frozen hand 
Of ^Ided ostentation. Thou, poor Priest I 
Art here a stranger, from thy kindred tdni-— 
Thy kindred massacred ! thy qmet home. 
The rural palace of some village scant. 
Sheltered by vineyards, skirted by fair meads. 
And by the mu^c of a shallow lill. 
Made ever cheerful ; now thou hast exchanged 
For stranger woods and vallies. 

What of that ! 
Here, or on the torrid desarts; o'er the world^ 
Of trackless waves, or on the frozen cliffs 
Of black Iberia, thou art not alone ! 
For there, on each, on all — ^the Deity 
Is thy companion still ! then exiled Man ! 
Be cheerful as the lark that on yon hill» 
> In Nature's language wild, yet musical. 
Hails the Creator ! nor thus sullenly 
Repine, that through the day, the sunny beam 
Of lustrous fortune gilds the palace roof. 
While thy short path in thb wild labyrinth 
Is lost in tran^ent shadow. 

Who that lives. 
Hath not his portion of calamity ? 
Who that feels can boast a tranquil bosom f 
The fever throbbing in the tyrant's vpins 
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In quick, strong language tells the daring wretch 
That he js mortal like the poorest slavey 
Who wears his chain, yet healthfully suspires. 
The sweetest rote will wither, while the storm 
Passes the mountain thistle. The bold bird 
Whose stnHig eye braves the ever burning orb. 
Falls like the summer fly, and has at most 
But his allotted sojourn. Exiled Man ! 
Be cheerful! thou art not a Fugitive ! 
All are thy kindred— all thy brothers here— 
The hoping— txembling creatures— of One God ! 

Mrs. Robineon, 
EDUCATION. 

THE iiBportaaee of Edawtion u aeknowledged by drilized nth* 
ttoiu. It humanizes and refines the mind of man, fits it tat the 
duties of life, and nndjers the indindaal a Uessiag to society. 

WHAT joy! while youth its aid supplies. 

To trace the years that long have fled. 
And bid the illustrious forms arise. 

Of sages and of warriors dead. 
In soft attention catch the sound. 
That Virgil's genius pours around; 
Sweet as when first the matchless song. 
Spontaneous echo'd from his tongue. 
With sprightly Horace smile at care. 
With exil'd Ovid drop the tear. 

And with TibuUus melt in love. 
Or when by Cicero taught to flow, 

Strong and unfettcr'd rolls the nervous line,. 
To feel his passions catch his generous glow. 

His copquering warmth and energy divine I 
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But whilst elate the youthful bands. 
Each beaut]K of past ages share ; 
Her wonted victims Life demands. 
And pdnts to iQore substantial care. 
Severer studies then engage 
The seasons of maturer age. 
To fill with digni^ and ease 
The sev'ral stations Heaven decrees ! 
YoD sprightly train who erst were joy'd, 

To' trace each herb of varied hue 
That decks the mountains' vernal side. 
And Nature's bashful steps pursue ; 
Ere long improv'd by studious toD, 

Shall sootiie the frame by fell disease opprest ; 
Bid brightening Health diffuse her wonted smile. 
And ^ve to Friendship's vow the kindred breast ! 

You few— as yet unknown to strife. 

Whom TuUy's liberal spirit charms. 
Foes to the silent paths dF life, 

The thirst of Elocution warms : 
Theirs be the task to mark with awe 
The mighty edifice of law ; 
And having caught the general view. 
Trace every varied chamber through ; 
And may they scorn the vulgar tribe, 
Who sense for formal gingle slight ; 
Superior to the guilty bribe, 
With learning grave, with wit polite ; 
By Blackstone's bright example taught. 
Watch o'er each private right with generous fear. 
And with the uncouquer'd love of freedom fraught. 
Preserve these claims, to every Briton dear i 

t 
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Yet nobler paths for some remain. 

By hallow'd footsteps only trod, ' 

And these shall seek the sacred fane. 

And give their studious hours to God! 
. Hark ! while the inspiring diction flows, 
Each breast with hdy rapture glows ; 
See trembling Guilt betrays his fears ; 
See sad Repentance pours her* tears. 
Till from her starry mansion charm'd, 

The smiling cherub Peace descends. 
And o'er the soul with doubts alarm'd 

Her guardian wings unseen extends ! 
Whilst those attentive to the cause 

Of Britain, shall to her devote their days. 
In the full senate meet unbought applause. 

And place their glory in their Cduntry^a pnus 

Jio8Coe. 

« 

DEATH OF THE GOOD MAN. 

THE deoeaie of the Boievolent man is a serious loss to the co 
WUnity. His place is filled up with difficulty; but his virtues lea 
aftagnnce behind him; and his deeds arc cemembered by Posted 

How a country aighs 
With genuine anguish when the good man dies? 
Musing behold athwart yon blackening mead. 
In solemn march his funeral pomp proceed ; 
Pride and protector of the moufnful throng. 
Sad burthen ! see him slowly mov'd along ; 
Far off the long pixicession's dusky hue. 
Now entering at the church-yard gate, I view, 
And now, while its new guest looks down from He 

ven ! 
Falls the fulLtear, and dtut to duat is gi\''n I 
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From hearts his bounty eas'd what sorrows rise f 
That last shriek was his passport to the skies ! 
Kind courteous Spirit, afil^bly benign. 
Round thy glad front serenest glories shine ; 
On everlasting archives are anneal'd 
These deeds thy virtuous diffidence conceaPd ; 
Nor shall thy gen'rous mem'ry fade on earth. 
Theme of the summer seat and evening hearth. 
Primrose and pansy, bath'd in pearly dew. 
On thy green sod ethereal fingers strew. 
And palmer * Piety's ambrosial wreath, ' 

Entwines the desolating scythe of Death ! 

JDermody. 

THE FEMALE CHARACTER. 

MORALISTS and DiTinet bftTe attempted to delineate the Fe> 
male Character, which, with its several ezodlencies is of inestimable 
value. It is the iiniofn of those virtues, by , which huaan nature it 
most adorned and emhelKshfd. 

WHILE Pleasure spreads her gaudy triun. 
To lure the trifling an<l the vain ; 
While Fashion kills the tedious day. 
With shopping, concert, cards and play ; 
While female love and youth's fiair charmst 
Shrink from pure passion's ardent arms. 
And ding to splendor's fancied bliss, 
With withering age and wretchedness— 
Be thme, Eliza, more refin'd. 
The pleasures of the virtuous mind ! 
fie thine the transports of the heart. 
Which love and goodness still impart, 

* PainuT'^ti pilgrim— one who recamed from the HiAy Land with 
branches of the Fatmrtnel 
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The tender glance, a transient smile, 
A husband^s sorrows to beguile : 
The blush of joy divinely meek. 
That paints a mother's glowing cheek : 
The balm that Friendship still bestows 
The tear that drops for human woes ! 
These— these Eliza! light the way, 
And cheer when other charms decay : 
Conduct through care and worldly gloom. 
And whisper joys — beyond the tomb ! 

MacneiU. 

THE BLIND BOY. 

THE deptiyation of sigbt, by means of the Small Pax, excites our 
deepest commiseration. It is pathetically delineated in the subte* 
quent lines, written with great fetHag and deiicaey. 

WHEI^'S the Biittd ChUd so admirably fair. 
With guiltless dimples and with flaxen hair. 
That waves in every breeze ? he's often seAi 
Beyond yon cottage-wall, or on the green. 
With odiers match'd in spirit and in size. 
Health on their cheeks, and rapture in their eyes, 
That full expanse of voice to children dear, 
Soul of their sports is duly cherish'd here. 
And haik ! that laugh is his — ^that jovial cry. 
He hears the ball and trundling hoop brush by ; 
And runs the ^dy course with all his might, 
A very child in every thing but sight ; 
With circumscribed, but not abated pow'rs. 
Play— the great object of his infant hours. 
In many a game he takes a noisy part. 
And shows the native gladness c^ his heart. 
But soon he hears, on pleasure all intent, 
The new suggesti(»i and the quick assent ; 
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The grove invites delight, thrills every breast, 
To leap the ditch, and seek the downy nest. 
Away they start, leave balls and hoops behind, 
And one companion leave— the boy is btindJ 
His fancy paints their distant paths so gay, 
That childish fortitude awhile gives way. 
He feels hi^ dreadful loss — ^yet short the pain ; 
Soon he resumes his cheerfulness again. 
Pondering how best his moments to employ. 
He sings his little scmgs of namely joy ; 
Creeps on the warm green turf for many an hour; 
And phieks by chance the white and yellow flower. 
Smoothing their stems while resting on his knees. 
He binds a nosegay which he never sees. 
Along the homeward path then feels his way, 
Lifdng his brow against the shimng day ; 
And with a playful rapture round his eyes. 
Presents a sighing fiarent with the prize ! 

Robert Bloomfield, 

THE SAVAGE. 

THE Uesring^ of civitizatioii are best asoertaiaed by a contempbh 
tkm of the nnage^ exposed to all those evils, which darken and ent* 
kitter the condittoo of humanity. 

SAW you the Savage Man, how fell and wild. 
With what grim pleasure, as he pass*d, he smil'd. 
Unhappy man ! a wretched wigwam's shed 
Is his poor shelter — some dry skins his bed. 
Sometimes alone upon the woodless height 
He strikes his fire, and spends his watchful night. 
His dog with howling bays the moon's red-beam. 
And starts the wild-deer in his nightly dream. 
Poor Savage Man, for Mm no yellow grain 
Waves its bright billows o'er the fruitful plain : 

£ 2 
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For him ho harvest yields its full supply. 
When winter hurls his tempests through the sky. 
No joys he knows but those that spring from strife: 
Unknown to han the charms of social life. 
Rage, malice, envy, all 'his thoughts control. 
And every dreadful passion bums his soid. 
Should culture meliorate his darksome home, 
A<id cheer those wilds, where he is wont to roam : 
Beneath the hatchet should his forests fall, 
And the mild tabor warble through his hall : 
Should fields of tillage yield their rich increase. 
And through l^is wastes walk forth the arts of Ptace; 
His sullen soul would feci a genial glow, 
Joy would break in upon the night of woe : 
Knowledge would spread her mild reviving ray. 
And on his wigwam rise the dawn of day ! 

L.inn, 

THE POOR SLAVE. 

NO pen, bowercr glo^ving, can fully depict the horrors of s1arer\'. 
forced from hii native land, dragged over the tempestuous ocean, 
and condemned to wear the galling chain of subjagation, his niiso 
ries must be indescribable. 

O ! DOES not mercy shudder to behold 
Life-freedom bartei'd for a Christian's gold ! 
Yes—mark the wretch, who, torn from Congo's sands, 
Uplifts in vain his supplicating hands : 
And looks and weeps, and looks to look no more. 
On that fond home^ that sun-illumin'd shore : 
Condenm'd by pow'r by trade's unfeeling lust. 
On Indian isles to bow his neck to dust. 
Inhuman deed ! with systematic plan. 
To sell tlie life— the liberty (^ man ! 
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And say, ye statesmen, coldly, who discuss 

The fate of him who sadly suffers thus, 

Do long subjection and unceadag toil. 

The scourge, the chains, the fetter and the sdl. 

Unhinge, undo the mental fabric so. 

That nature loves halHtuated woe ; 

That stripes are pleasures, and that men set free 

Would weep for freedom as a misery ? 

Thus, thus will TVade unconquer'd still by time. 
Raise her base voice to cloak the helhsh crime ; 
Thus will she Uft the lash, and lifting smile. 
As blood-eam'd-lucre centers in her isle. 
Poor friendless Slave ! thou^ sable is thy skin. 
Thou art a Man — ^thou hast a soul within ! 
Methinks I see thee, as the trumpet-horn 
Breaks on thy sleepless couch, and hails the mom, 
Steal to the shore, uplift thine eyes and weep. 
Then plunge, in wild despair, beneath the deep. 
Poor wretch I he thinks when all his wo^s are o'er. 
And tyrant-stripes extort the groan no more, 
On wings of bhss his palmy land to know. 
His painted quiver and his hunter-bow: 
To range the woods, and see restor'd again, 
I'he tyger-spdls the friendly forms of men! 

Humfrey, 

ORIGIN OF LEARNING. 

THE means of requiring knowledge are becone so oomnum and 
so fiuniliar to us, by means of the press, that we seldom reflect on the 
small beginnings frwn whidi learning originated. 

IN early times, the Preaa as yet unknown. 
The aitist carved his hieroglyphlc-stooe ; 



68 t>ARNASdlAN GARLAND^ 

The lasting pile Ambition sought to raise, 

To gratify his ardent thirst of praise : 

Whilst round him mouldering ruins mock'd his care 

And shewed the oblivious fate his tdl must share 

Whilst Genius pensive sat— in thought profound, 

M ouriiing the spdls of ages scattered round I 

Benighted reason slumber'd in the breast, 

Lull'd by the gloom of ignorance to rest. 

The trackless age with rapid pinion fiew. 

And dropp'd the veil that clos'd the distant view. 

Muse ! to my pensive hours for ever dear. 
With brighter scenes my languid spirits cheer ; 
From man unletter'd as I willing turn. 
Let me the guardian hand of heaven discern. 
Blest be his shade in endless realms of Ught, 
Who bade the alfihabet dispel our night 
Those wond'rous symbols that can still retain 
The phantom forms that pass along tlie brain ; 
0*er unsubstantial thought hold strong contreul. 
And fix the essence of the immortal souL 
Man unreluctapit meets the general doom. 
His mind embalnCd defies the o'erwhelming tomb 
Lives in fresh vigor through succeeding years. 
Nor yields its powers whilst nature guides th( 

i^eres. 
Where swelling Nile his fertilizing stores, 
O'er thirsty Egypt unexhausted pours: 
Where plenty rising from the reeking soil. 
Bends with the load, that asks no human toil ; 
And every charm luxuriant nature brings, 
Spontaneous from her teeming bosom springs. 
Industrious Science form*d the great design, 
To range in wards the alfihabetic ^gn ; 
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On language, pennanexKie, and life bestow'd. 
Of written thought the first rude effort shew'd ; 
And as the rays oi momihg^s golden eye. 
Streak i^ith re^lendent light the eastern sky : 
So with mild beam the sun of learning rose. 
That round us now a no(»itide lustre throws ! 

Immortal spirits! ye who first could feel 
For Learning's pure delights a holy zeal; 
Who ^first the ever-wasting lamp renewed. 
Wrapt in the joys of thankful solitude : 
And rais'd the temp^ on eternal base 
To knowkdge sacred, and the human race : 
Throi:^ drear Oblivion's boundless vortex tost, 
S(^;es ! we mourn your great productions lost : 
Yet be your worth in every distant clime, 
Acknowledg'd through the thickening mists dE Time? 

M^Creery. 

AN ALM'S HOUSE. 

THESE ttractures of charity, with their superannuated inhafaitanta, 
rocn Ml interescnig ^ctade to the !)encvolent heart. Rambling 
throvf^ the cntirons of the BrUUh metropolit, they meet o«r eye in 
every diiectioii. 

Hither when worn with care. 

Or by the weight of many a year press'd down. 
To pass Ws winter-life the Oid Man comes ! 
The well-known tinkling of the chapel bell 
Across the distant streets futl well I hear. 
Sounding their summons to the midday prayers. 
Then forth in flowing gown, all duly clad. 
Out of their quiet cells the suppliants come : 
And by the cool arcades, with duggard pace 
And tottering step, creep to the house of prayer. 
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Happy old men! from earth wom cares set free. 
And in this sdll asylum stealing slow, 
Resigned, yet cheerful to the silent grave ! 

WilHam JFox. 

THE LYRE. 

POETRY should ever be devoted to the instruction of numlind— 
this is its first and best object ; and, in this point ofvjiew, the Bards of 
ancient and modem times are aititled to our veneration. 

Virtue, Reason, Truth, 

Humanity and Love«— each sound applause. 
And bless the unprostituted Lyre. Ah ! hail 
Ye pure ethereal Barda^ who noUy stoop'd 
To teach mankind ! who round the flowing lock;» 
Of fancy cast the sacred wreath, inwove 
By the fair fingers of utility. 
Which scorns caprice and whim amusive toys. 
And trifles vain, the unprofitable gawds 
Which catch the lig^t and airy mind of youth, 
Or vacant pleasure ! H^ again ye Bards! 
Nor only ye of Greece and Rome, who first 
Stole from the croud profane my chasten'd thoughts; 
And, as I gaz'd upon your page, inspired 
The holy frenzy of ambitious love ; 
Aiming with ardent, but successless, toil 
To emulate your beauties ! Ye too hail ! 
Ye sons of Britain! masters of the song! 
Thou jikensi^e, late wept by every muse. 
Whose skilfud hand unlocked the secret source 
Of mental pleasure— bounded in the new. 
The graceful, and sublime ! Nor blind to worth. 
Though still upon this wave-worn shore it stands 
Of troublous life by envy's blasts assaiPd : 
fit thou, ungreeted Armatrfmg in my v^rse. 
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Thou parent of the prophylactic* lay! 

Nor Mason^ thoa vhoee pdish'd taste instructs 

To form tiie English garden, mingling art 

With rural mildness and simplicity : 

Nor Beattie friend of truth, -whose gothic harp, 

As if from magic touch, emits such tones, 

That e'en Apollo might his lyre forget. 

And wonder at the harmony ; while pleas'd 

In Mdwin'a ripening genius, we behold 

The progress <rf thy own. Hail ! too, ye fnends 

Of Nature, and the Muse of soiil refined ; 

Of judgment unimpair'd by lavish art ; 

Unmanacled, who, feeling, dare confess 

The pleasure which ye feel — who, 'mid the scenes 

Of calm retirement, from the genuine cup 

Nectareous, virtue-crown'd, drink true delight I 

While the mad riotous crew at distance heard. 

Disturb not your pure ears, nor aught inspire 

But pity and contempt. To you alone 

These Bards have sung— to you alone I ^ng ! 

THE SLEEPING INFANT. 

AN inAuit ileeping^ in its mothers* arms during a violent storm, is 
an interesting object. The rneet calmness of the little innocent, eon. 
trasted with the raging of the storm, excites warm fedings, in the ho- 
som of the all^tioiuite parent. Listen to her accents on sach an oe> 
ca^on. 

THE pond'rous clouds one vast .mass forming, 

On the land their water pour : 
Dreadful winds the heart appalling. 

Through the leafy woodland's roar. 

• Prophylactic, that which is preventive or preservaUve, here use* 
'm reftreace to flie^cine» 
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Hark — that awfiil peal of thunder ! 

Yet again how loud it breaks ! 
Vivid Ughtnings flame through ether. 

While Earth to its foundaticn shakes? 

Yet amidst this dread commotion, 
While terror every sens^ alarms. 

Sweetly sleeps my infant cherub. 
Cradled in his mother's arms ! 

My dearest, may thy future slumbers 
Be soft, serene, and pure as now; 

Nor guilt with fierce remorse pursue thee, 
To plant a furrow on thine brow ! 

Thun when Life's tempest howls around thee, 
And cares distuib thy youthful breast ; 

Should Love betray, or Friendship wound the 
May Reason charm thy woes to rest! 

StiU- may its silent dictates teach thee 
Truth and Virtue's peerless ways ! 

Then smiling 'midst the threaten'd danger, 
Peace shall crown my William's days! 

Mrs. Kendal 

CONTENTED POVERTY. 

THAT bappineu belonss ezdiMiTely, to no one condkioi 
bunuuiity is a majdm, which vdll not be questioned. The IbUoii 
advice, therefore, may impart a spirit of contentmentt It is i 
posed to tow fkom the month ottL poor aged man; and is addre 
to young persons entering on the theatre of lifbi 

REPINE not thou that low thy lot is cast» 
Health g^ves to Life, or high or low its zest ; 

'Tis appetite that seasons our repast. 
And weariness still fin^ the softest rest. 



PARNASSIAN GARLAND. 73 

For all thy blessings thankfulness to make, 
Think of less cultur'd lands, less peaceful times ; 

Our coarsest &re when sparingly we take, 
'Tls luxury compar'd with other climes. 

Think of the poor Greenlander'^ dismal caves. 
When, thro' their long long night, they buried lie; 

Or the more wretched lands, where h(^)eless slaves 
T<ul hopelessly beneath the fervid sky. 

In Britain — blest with peace and competence. 
Rich Fortune's favours could impart no more. 

Heaven's blessings equal happiness dispense. 
Believe my words, for I am old and poor ! 

Many who drudge in Labour's roughest ways. 
By whom Life's simplest, lowliest walks are trod. 

Live bappily — ^to honour'd length of days, 
Blessing kind Nature and kind Nature's God ! 

Nathaniel Bloomfield. 

THE FIELD OF BATTLE. 

The dead and dying lying t<^ether in promiscuous heaps, on the 
eoMuigiiinM plain, is a sight most afflictive and agoniuag to the feel- 
ing heart : and yet such 'spectacles continue ; nor is there^ at present 
any prospect of their being speedily done away. 

ALAS ! the solemn slaughter I retrace 
Tiiat checks life's current circling throu^ my 
veins: 

Bath'd in nunst sorrow many a beauteous face. 
And ^ve a grief perhaps that still remains. 
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I can DO more— -an agony too keen 
Absorbs my senses and my mind sabdues. 

Hard were the heart which here could beat serene, 
Or the just tribute of a pang refuse. 

But lo ! through yonder op'ning clouds afar 
, Shoots the bright planet's sanguinary ray. 
That bears thy name, Fictitious Lord of War ! 
And with red lustre guides my lonely way ? 

. From barb'rous Turkey to Britannia's shore. 
Opposing interests into rage increase. 
Destruction rears her sceptre — tumults roar. ' 
Ah ! where shall hapless Man repose in peace ? 

jlrma JMdtilda. 

JOHN THE BAPTIST. 

THIS niastriovt personage was destined to introduee tbe Mtitiah 
. to a fkUen and d^;enerate world. His sentiments, dispo^tiqii, and 
manners were peculiarly adapted to tbe purposes of lus important 
roisnoQ* 

O'ER Jordan's waves and wild Bethabara's plain. 
Where rocks on rocks in clouded grandeur reign ; 
Dark sliaded forests spread their empire wide. 
And whiten'd torrents lave the mountain's side. 
The Prophet John retir'd from mortal sight. 
To bask at large in heaven's refulgent light 
Around his loins a leathern belt he wore. 
Of camel's hair a shaggy vestment bore. 
Amid the foliag'd gloom he passed his time. 
Or o'er tlie mountain crag essay'd to climb. 
No silken couch or storied roof he found ; 
A stone his pillow, and his bed the ground : 
No note harmonious swell'd the desert blast. 
No costly changes lengthened his repast. 
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The god of Abraham^ tun'd his mental ear ; 
The god of laaac sent his locusts near; 
The god oi Jacob calm'd the angry mindt 
And the mild honey taught him where to find ; 
Pour'd on his soul the ray prc^hetic giv'n, 
To point to Man the dawning path to heav'n ! 

Cottle. 

THE ADVENT OF THE MESSIAH. 

THE actual appearaoce of' ChrUt forms a blened era— whence 
flowed bleningi of incooceiTable magnitude. The dark and depraved 
coofition «r the world was aimost irronediable. The poor heathm 
lay aoTdc^ed in clouds of iguoranoe and inp eisiition ; whilst tha 
Milfiugated Jew bemoaned the degenerate state of fab country* 

BUT see ! what sudden glories from the sky, 

To my benighted soul appear. 
And all the gloomy prospect cheer. 

What awful form approaches nigh. 
Awful, yet mild, as is the southern wind. 

That gently bids the forests nod. 
Hark ! thunder breaks the air, and angels speak. 
Behold die Saviour of the world ! Behold the Lamb 
of God! 

Ye sons of men behold his aspect meek, 

The tear of pity on his cheek. 

See in his train appear 

Humility and Patience sweet. 

Repentance prostrate at liis sacred feet, 
Bedews with tears and wipes them wiith liis flowing 
hair. 
No more repine my coward soul. 

The sorrows of mankind to sliare, 
Which he who could the world controul. 

Did not disdain to bear I 
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Check not the flow of sweet fraternal love. 

By Heaven's higjx king in bounty given ; 

Thy stubborn heart to soften and improve ; 

Thy earth-clad spirit to refine. 

And gradual raise to love divine. 

And wing its soaring flight to Heav'n! 

Ctarter. 

TRUE RELIGION. 

VALSEfpletfiiTe, with all her bUndiihrnenti, soon diet away. In> 
deed^ ijlie is the source oTpain and misery ; "niulst true reHgicn hinds 
up and heals the wounds of the heart* 

AH! where is gone gay Pleasure's luring ey^? 

Where gone her winning step and trancing song? 
Where fled the splendor of her summer sky? 

Where hid the sportings of her festive throng? 
And why is spread thb dreary heath alcmg ? 

Why loves the storm to sound her terrors here? 
Why to this air do glooms and fears belong? 

Why drops the mortal's eye the mournful tear? 
Why aghs his aching breast — ^why aches that breast 
with care ? 

Alas ! 'twas Pleasure planted it with thorns ! 

Thonis hid in flow*rs, and dipt in nectar'd dew \ 
Flowers like the rose that Maia's head adorns: 

Dew such as studs the morning's girdle blue ! 
Bright was her cup, and of resplendent hue. 

Yet gloom and horror lurk*d within the bowl ! 
I-iOve from het eyes a thousand arrows drew. 

Yet tipt with poison Mack that sofdy stole 
Thro* aU the trembling veins, that rent and rack*d 
the soul ! 
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Come then— O come to tliis composing breast ! 

Come— on the cross repose the weary head! 
Come-^or this bosom soothes the tir'd to rest ; 

And this hard cross yet makes an easy bed ! 
This hantf can join again life's parted thread ! 

This eye can animate the pallid cheek. 
With one warm look, though health has long been 
fled! 

This arm can raise to strength the drooping weak: 
This arm the dart of woe, the rack of torture break ^ 

My, name's — Religion ! He who reigns above 

Calls me Ms own — by his celestial seat. 

Where Angels hymn the God of Peace and Love, 

His chosen hand-maid was I form'd to stand. 

I am the chief of all th' angelic band, 

Sent by his Mercy to the Son of Man, 

To heal his woes with voice of comfort bland, 

To soothe the labour of his toiling span. 

And give the high reward when well his race is ran \ 

L. Hunty 16 years of age. 



VIRTUOUS LOVE 

IS the touree of the purest and most refined pleamirei. It u nt a 
once the cem^t and ttren^h of society. Whei-ever we behoKl^it, 
it claims, and receires, an instantaneous admii-ation* 

THE virtuous when tiie virtuous love. 

That love is form'd to last 
In every change in life 'twill prove 

Too strong for Fortune's blast. 

r 2 
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Love, sordlid, sttisual, and impure : 

Soon blazes and eicpires : 
But virtuous Love will, ay endure 

Its charms, but never tires. 

Love hallow'd byunmix'd esteem. 

By mutual worth conjoinM, 
Is not like that on Passion's stream. 

That turns with every wind. 

Nor cloud the seasons as they roll. 

The sunshine of the breast ; 
Mild Nature's change, tli' unchanging soul. 

Within itself is blest 

Time o'er the virtuous cheek may spread 

Its traces of decay : 
But when the rose of beauty's fled. 

No love is ta'en away, 

llie more they live, the more they love 

The self-approving pair. 
Their bless is nurtur'd from above, 

Where all true pleasures are. 

Not age that chills the vital flow. 
Takes from their love a charm ; 

For if die head is white with snow. 
The heart with love is warm ! 

Fellowi 

THE ORPHAN BOY. 

THE loss fiTpftrentt u, in moit 0Mei,in^flnible thence the on 
Ss ever the olyeet of compMiian: and lueh an ol^ec muit be con 
plated vith p^oliar emotions hy the feeling heart* 
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STAY, Lady, stay, for mercy's sake. 
And hear a helpless Orphan's tale. 

Ah ! sure my looks must pity wake ; 
Tis. want that makes my cheeks so pale ! 

Yet I was once a mother's pride, 
And my brave father's hope and joy : 

But in the Nilie's proud fight he died, 
And I am now an Orphan Boy ! ' 

Poor foolish child — ^how pleas'd was I 

When news of JVelson^s victory came ; 
Along the crouded streets to fly. 

And see the lighted windows flame ! 

I 

To fcnrce me home my mother sought, 
She could not bear to see my joy ; 

For with my father's life 'tvras bought, 
And made me a poor Orphan Boy ! 

The people's shouts were long and load, 
My mother, shuddering, clos'd her ears ; 

Rejdce ! rejcxice ! still cried the crowd. 
My mother answer'd with her teai*s ! 

Why are you crying thus^ said I, 

While others laugh and shout with joy ? 

She kiss'd me, and with such a sigh. 
She call^ me her poor Orphan Boy ! 

What is an Orphan Boy ? I said. 

When suddenly she gasp'd for breath, 

And her eyes clos'd — I shriek'd for aid. 
But, ah ! her eyes were clos'd in death ! 

My hardships since I will not tell ; 

Biit now no more a parent's joy. 
Ah ! Lady, I liave leam'd too well 

What 'tis to be an Orphan Boy ! 
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Oh ! were I by your bounty fed, 

Kay; gentle Lady, do not chide ; 
Trust me — ^I mean to earn my bread. 

The Sailor's Orphan Bey has pride. 

Lady ! you "weep — ah ! this to me ! 

Toull give me clothing, food, employ. 
Look down, dear parents, look and see 

Your happy — happy Orphan Boy! 

Mrs. Ofiie, 

TO THE MEMORY OF A LOVEi-Y INFANT. 

TH£ ftod mothor grieves to excess on the loss of her bdoved in- 
fkntr— she refuses to be comtorted. Time, howerer, heals the woondt 
which have been inflieced ; and gtitt subsides into a moacnflili but 
endearing remembrance. 

STILL as the drcling months succes&ve climb. 

With lingering footsteps, up the steep of Time, 

Bleak February frowns in his return. 

And crowns with cjrfn^ss a sepulchral urn : 

For me he still a mournful aspect wears. 

And still receives the tribute of my tears ! 

Are not the ills enough which Time supplies. 

To check the dawning comforts in their rise i 

Must Memory, too, the present evils aid. 

And tinge with darker hues life's deepening shade? 

Must woes on woes accumulated roll, 

And cloud with care the sunshine of the soul ? 

Such is our wretched lot — ^ill-fated kind ! 

Our thi'ead of hfe with misery entwin'd : 

Capricious Fortune's sport, or passions slave, 

Till Peace takes root and blossoms on the grave ! 

CanJ forget the days of anxious pain, 

When that dear angel-form I watch'd in vain? 
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Can \ forged the agoDizing hour. 

When those lov'd eyes were clos'd to wake no more ? 

Ah ! no— revolving years in vain depart. 

The traces still remain upon my heart ! 

When, lost in grief, my eyes refus'd a tear. 

Instinctive fondness sought her »lent Iner. • 

Hope whisper'd— sure he sleeps — ^I wildly press'd 

The lovdy image to my aching breast ; 

And felt ^e fearful chill of Nature's awfiil rest ! 

Now can I weep and oft in thought recal 

The clooi^ scene— the coffin and the pall : 

The solemn knell of death—I heard it toll,— 

How heavily it struck my wounded soul ! 

HTis kng since past — ^Forgetfulness has spread 

Her misty mantle o'er unnumber'd dead. 

But fond Affection lingers in the gloom. 

Near the dim lamp that glimmers o'er the tomb \ 

She graves with trembling hand the mournful rhyme. 

Where Memory recals departed time : 

Brings back in one short hour the dream of years, 

And sprinkles on the grave a mother's tears ! 

Mrs. John Hunter. 



. YOUTH ENTERING ON THE WORLD. 



THIS u an interesting: topic of poetry, suggesting numy a wbole- 
tome lesson for the r^aladon of the passions, and th« government of 
lift* 



OFT have I seen, when musing on the shore, 
Unskilful infants grasp the unwieldly oar, 
Push. the frail bark into the swelling main, 
Bomd by the rapid dde, pant to regain 
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The less'mng land, and, shrieking, weep too late 

The gaping horrors of tempestuous fate ! 

True picture of our unsuspecting age. 

Who long to stretch where fatal billows rage. 

'Gainst our OMm heaven like angels we rd)d. 

And quit the realms where during raptures dwell; 

Pant for a wing to range the world around,— 

The world— -how swoons my soul to hear the sound ; 

The World, where pleasure flies the grasping hand. 

And Hope builds palaces on lifting sand : 

Where Treachery talks with sweetly melting flow. 

Of horrid words diat turn to gall and vroe: 

Confederades of profit or of vice. 

Where Frienddiip's only (inn as faithless ke: 

When potent Avarice cast a golden ray. 

Dissolves its brittle mass and floats away : 

Fix'd in the breast where pride or interest thrives, 

And Love, a secondary passion lives: 

Where children cherish'd by Affection's n^. 

Long in the dust the partial sire to lay : 

Tho' daily fondness beams the constant snule. 

And only wisely keeps its own awhile : 

Here Obligation e'en beneath the wing. 

That hatches it to life will fix a sting : 

Here Worth is trampled down by mounted pride» 

And Modesty by Avarice push'd a^de. 

Such slow discernment guides the stupid crowd, 

lliat Impudence for Tajent is allow'd : 

In Life's true masquerade fools are so blind. 

That half a thin disguise will cheat mankind: 

Here Ostentation weak expedients tries. 

To lead from happiness our wand'ring eyes : 

Thou wouldst do good — ^but be thou pure as snow^ 
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With every kindness kt thy boeom glow : 
Detraction's pds^ious breath thy fame shall blot, 
Or Envy's microscq>e pry out a spot ! 
Has thai tiiis sickly world no cordial balm ? 
This storm of pasoon no delightful calm? 
Yet as the traveller 'mid dreary wastes 
Here meets a flower — ^there a fountain tastes-— 
Aa stars that aid the gjloom of during night. 
So scatter'd worth difiiises partial light ; 
O'er an our ills a sdf-bom radiance sheds. 
More bri^t Uke phosphorus as darkness spreads. 
Let potent Wisdom smooth the wrinkled brow ; 
And sweet Complaoence soften all bdow. 
See hi each rising Sun new comfort giv'n, 
And when it sets behold a nearer heav'n ! 
The few rare gems of Friendship here improve. 
As fiiding; emUems of Eternal Love ! 

Bidlake. 

THE RETURN OF THE JEWS. 

THIS great efCBt U utldpated by Divines of every religious coni- 
M imhy , not needy u comtituting the rettoratitm of that ancient 
peofje^ but as intredaetory to other scenes, which will indicate the 
ai^pyroaeMng end if the wwkU 

AND see ! they oome ! survey yon sweeping bands, 

CoontleaB as Persian bowmen who beset 

Freedom exnltang on her attic rock. 

When Asia rous'd her millions to the war. 

And sunk in all her pomp before the foe. 

Her vengeance fondly doom'd ! With ranks as full,; 
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But with more prosperous fates and purer jcys. 
Than swell the warrior's breast their desdn'd march. 
The Hebrews bend from where Ifydaspes rolls 
His storied tide or cleaves with holy prow, 
Th' Atlantic msun, whose conscious surge reveres 
Its buoyant load. No Spaniard plunderers they 
Allur'd with gold (whom will not gold allure ?) 
With dauntless foot to traverse new-found realms; 
And plunge the wondering savage in the mine. 
Where guiltless then the unsunn'd mischief slept : 
No mad Crusaders by a Roman priest 
Baptiz'd Invincible with impious zeal 
To combat Hali^s turban'd race, and wad0 
A second time to Palestine through blood : 
fiut call'd by God, or from the western stream 
Of Plata, or where Ganges pours his urn 
In love-knit league they throng ! With guardian hand, 
Messiah erst their nation's deadliest hate. 
Guides the returning Host ; — and high) in air. 
Waves the bright en^gn of the Cross, that once 
Led on the imperial Christian to the fight, 
And his shrinking legions gave the field * 

Wrangkam, 

Youra. 

THE innocent sprightliness of Youth is peculiarly engaging ; and 
exdtei numy pleasant emotions in the breast* Tlie young are not only 
cheerful and gay; but they diffuse cheetfulness and gaiety all aroitul 
them. 

BLITHSOME Goddess! sprightly youth ! 
Source of innocence and truth. 
Fairest virtues form thy trsun, 
Choicest blessings crown thy reign. 
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As iixy opening charms advance. 
See them all around thee dance, 
See them all around thee bow, 
* Weaving, garlands for thy brow ! 
Health presents her ruddy face. 
Vigour offers active grace. 
Mirth bestows her harmless wiles, 
Sportive frdics* cheerful smiles. 
£^au^ from thee genuine springs. 
In thy lap her treasure flings. 
77^«e combine to deck thy mein. 
And on thy placid front are seen! 
Nature brings her purest fires. 
Love that glows with chaste de^res, 
Friendship undebased by art. 
Candour's unsuspicious heart. 
Valour's generous, ardent flame, 
Burning with the thirst of fame. 
These in nmple colours drest 
Grace the mirror of thy breast i 
Genius gives the tuneful quire ; 
Thine the harp, and thine the lyre; 
Thine the poet's glowing themes. 
Thine are Fancy's brightest dreams ; 
Thine are Music's softest pow'$^; 
Thine are Life's harmonious hours; 
Thine the jocund spirits gay. 
Dancing suns that round Uiee play ; 
Hope that every wish, supplies ; 
Thoughtless ease that care defies, 
Virtue's pleasure's half divine ; 
These, enchanting Youth, are thine ! 

Mrs, Moody. 
G 
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EVENING SCENE. 

THB dose of day presenti many pladd imaget to the eye of tlie 
^ fond observer of Nature. A coUeetioii of to many itouing ol^jeets, 
is a fine theme for the Miue* 

HOW sweet the scene beneath the Evening skies, 
Up the green hill the Village murmurs rise. 
There as with easy steps and slow I stray. 
The feather*d songsters chirp tsn ev'ry spray. 
The swain with artless mu^c fills the vale. 
The gathering Herd that love to meet the psdl. 
The ruddy Maid "^th bashful looks of love. 
The sportive Lambkins, and the cooing Dove, 
The nmsy Geese that gabble round the brook. 
The twittesing Swallow and the cawing Rook^ 
The i^ed Sires that tell the ddly news. 
The playful Children, easy to amuse ; 
These all in mingled concert crowd the green. 
And close in h£^py Peace — ^the Evening Scene I 

jlnon. 

PLEASURES OF A FOREST. 

THE awful stillneull and solitude of a forest are favoaraUc to 
thought and iraprov^nent. Hence the poet has not unfVequently 
dwdt on the adnmtages afforded for meditation and devotion. 

I woiild Speak 
The calms that stills yourw ilds— -their guest over- 
spreads 
Diffusive — creeps along the conscious frame, * 
Bids pause each artery — stays each active limb ; 
Each rebel pas^on chains, and through the soul 
Breathes holy peace and universal love ! 
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Far since the g^obe first roll'd — ^in every land, 
IToqr shades, ye Forests, the deluded heart 
To heavenly meditation still have callM, 
And ev'ry song that glorified your God, 
Have heard with eager gladness ! Ye with joy. 
Fresh from his Maker's hand, when Man arose 
Saw him in wond'ring homage kneel — ^ye bade 
Your yet unpractis'd echoes swell the sound, 
High as the Eternal's throne, when praise first broke 
The silence of the new-created world ! 
Ye when, with bloody arm, infuriate Rome, 
Pagan or papal from the haunts of men, 
Chac*d the firm band, whom truth forbade to yield. 
Crouch to her priests, and worship at her nod. 
Ye screen'd their flight — ^with hospitable gloom 
Sheltered their miseries, and with mingling boughs, 
Vocal to a pray'r, a sylvan fane suppUed ! 
O yet, even yet, your sacred influence breathe, 
Oft as I tread your leaf-strown paths to rest. 
Lull each tumultuous wish— with reverend awe 
My heart inspire— and as your stately growth 
Pursues its heaven directed aim — exalt 
My thoughts from earth, and point them to the skies! 

Gisbome, 

jpEATH OF A LOVELY BRIDE. 

THE raTagw of Death are the more awfol and aifecting wheat 
joQtfa, beauty, and virtae, combined tt^ether, are seen to descend intl» 
die tomb* 

SERENELY bright m bridal smiles array'd. 
The purple spring its blossom'd sweets display'd. 
While raptur'd fancy saw fuH may a year. 
In bliss revolving, urge its gay career ; 



68 PARNASSIAN GARLAND. 

But, ah ! how deep a gloom the skies o'er^read. 
How swift the dear delusive vision fled ! 
Disease and pain the Ung'rlng hours consume* 
And.secret feed on youth's corroded bloom ! 
Ceas'd are the songs, that fill'd the nupdal grove* 
The dance of pleasure in the bowers of love— - 
For hymen* lamp, funereal torches glare. 
And mournful dirges rend the midnight air ! 
Oh, thouy whose cheek, the rival of the rose. 
With all the flush of vernal beauty glows. 
Whose puises high with youthful vigor bound. 
The brightest fair in fasMon's mazy round. 
Approach with awe the mansions of the dead ; 
And at the grave's drear bourn thy footsteps tread. 
Mark ! midst these ravages of fate and time, 
Whei^ worth lies buried, in its loveliest prime ; 
Where youth's extinguished fires no longer bum. 
And beauty slumbers in the mouldering um ! 
Oh ! pause — and bending o'er fair Stella's tomb, 
Mourn her hard lot, and read thy future dcx)m ! 
Soft lie the sod that shield from win'tiy rains. 
And blasting winds — my Stella's lov'd remains. 
May Angels guard the consecrated ground. 
And flowers as lovely bloom for ever round! 
Meek sufip'rers, who by nameless woes oppress'd. 
The patience of th' expiring lamb possess'd. 
When many a tedious moon thy fever'd veins, 
Throb'd with the raging hectic's fiery p^ins. 
Nor heav'd a sigh, save that alone which bore 
Triumphant virtue to a happier shore ! 
Stella ! whose streaming eye ne'er ceas'd to flow. 
When sorrow pour'd the plaint of genuine woe. 
Whose mind was pure as that unsuUied ray. 
That beams from Heaven and lights the orb of day. 
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Sweet be thy slumbers on this mossy bed» 
Till the last trumfi shall rouse the sleeping dead. 
Then havmg nought from that dmd blast to fear. 
Whose echo shall convulse the crumbling sphere. 
In fairer beauty wake — a Heavenly Bride ; 
And rise an angel, who a Martyr died ! 

Maurice. 



NEW YEAR'S DAY. 



IHE eonmiaieement ofa New Year is a period for serioiu reflee- 
tkn* It is indeed generaUy ushered in with the ordinary indications 
of festivity and rgoicing ; but it becomes us to be thoughtful, as the 
li^ie of time suggests topics of intellectual and moral improYCment. 

YE gladsome bells — ^how misapplied your peal ! 

A day like this requires a solemn chime ; 
Infatuate mortals ! why, with sportive heel. 

Dance ye exulting o'er the grave of Time i 

Is he jaar/oe that thus you ring his knell. 
That festive notes announce his awful flight^ 

Tire ve of day— ^at sounds of triumph tell 
How swift the wing, that wafts your last long 
nights 

While circling years o'er thoughtless myriads roll. 
Long folly, but to lend, and length of shame. 

Ye metal tongues swing slow, with mournful toll, 
Virtue's departed season to proclaim! 

G2 
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Scms of delay ! whose duties, yet undone. 
Await from year to year, your hand in vain. 

Drown—drown that brazen music with a groan ! - 
The years ye lo^t — shall ne'er be yours again ! 

FawcetL 

, ADDRESS TO MY BABE. 

Written during a Frost at Midnight, 

llie subject of the Address, and tl^ period, at wUch it was written, 
Kender it peculiarly interesting. The lines thertfore are deserving afr 
teation: 

DEAR Babe, that sleepest cradled by my side 
Whose gentle breathings heard in this dead calm. 
Fill up the interspersed vacancies. 
And momentary pauses of the thought ! 
My Babe, so beautiful ! it fills my heart 
With tender gladness thus to look at thee ; 
And think that tliou shalt learn far other lore. 
And in far other scenes ! For I was rear'd 
In the great city, pent mid cloisters dim. 
And saw nought lovely but the sky and stars. 
But thou my Babe ! shalt wander like a breeze. 
By lakes and sandy shores, beneath the crags 
Of ancient mountains, and beneath the clouds. 
Which image in their bulk both lakes and shores. 
And mountain crags— so shalt thou see and hear 
The lovely shapes and sounds intelligible. 
Of that eternal language, whidi thy God 
Utters — who from eternity doth teach 
Hinbself in all, and all things in himself. 
Great universal Teacher! he shall mould 
Thy spirit; and, by giving, make it ask. 
Therefore all seasons shall be sweet to thee, 
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Whether the summer clothe the general earth. 
With greenness, or the red-breast sit and sing. 
Betwixt the tufts of snow, on the bare branch 
Of mossy apple-tree, whUe all the thatch 
SmdLes in the sua-thaw — ^whether the eave drops 

fan. 
Heard only in the trances of the blast ; 
Or whether the sacret ministry of cold 
Shall hang them up in silent icicles. 
Quietly shining to the quiet moon ; 
Like those my Babe! which e'er to-morrow's warmth 
Have capp'd their sharp keen points with pendulous 

drops 
Will catch thine eye; and, with the novelty, 
Suspend thy little soul — then make thee shout 
And stretch and flutter from thy mother's arms. 
As thou would'st fly for very eageniess ! 

Coleridge, 
DEVOTION. 

THIS noble and elevated Passion of the Human >find, is described 
by th^ Mutes, with an appropriate degree of M-armth and fervency* 
A Poet, who had been deprived of ught, thus describes his love and 
regard fior the Supreme Being. 

WHILE this immortal spark of heav'nly flame. 
Distends my breast, and animates my frame, 
TOj^Atftf my ardent praises shall be borne, 
Gn the first breeze that wakes the blushing mom. 
The latest star shall hear the pleasing sound, 
And Nature in full choir shall join around! 
When full of thee, my soul excursive flies 
Thro' earth, air, ocean, or thy regal skies : 
From world to world, new wondei-s still 1 find, 
And all the Godhead flashes on my mind^ 
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To thee munifi— cever-flaming Love, 

One endless hymn united Nature sings ! 
To thee the bright inhabitants above 
Tune the glad vcuce, and sweep the warbling 

strings. 
From pole to pole, on ever-wa^ng wings. 
Winds waft thy praise, by rolling planets tun'd ; 
Aid then, O Love ! my voice to emulate the sound. 

It comes ! it comes ! I feel internal day ! 
' Transfusive warmth through all my bosom glows, 
My soul expanding gives the torrent way. 
Through all my veins it kindles as it flows. 
Thus, ravish'd from the scene of night and woes. 
Oh ! snatch'd me— bear me to thy happy reign ! 
There teach my tongue thy praise in more ex- 
alted strain ! 

Blacklock. 



THE REWARDS OF PIETY. 

THOUGHTLESS youth need to be frequently reminded ofthe Re* 
wardi of true Piety. These should be brou|^t forward on every pro* 
per occasion ; and rendered familiar to the mind^Hoar then the hov 
guAge of the Saviour hitaself— 

SAY what the gain in Pleasure's paths to stray. 
Where poison blossoms, and where serpents play. 
Ambition's lofty steep with pain to climb. 
Where guilt and anguish swell with every crime ; 
To waste in weary toils Man's little doom. 
For treasures ravish'd by the neighbouring tomb. 
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Should Earth's broad realms beneath your footsteps 

ndl. 
Can world's exchang'd redeem the deathless soul ? 
Rise then, O rise, from !dn*s oblivious sleep ! 
Lo— wide beneath you gapes the unfathom'd deep ! 
Elxplore with me die undeceiving road, 
That Uooms with virtue, and that leads to God ! 

What though dire pain, and grief, and sad dismay. 
And all earth's fury hedge the arduous way. 
Those griefs, those pains, my feet before you brave, 
The world's fell hatred, and tlie gloomy grave ; 
I feel superior Wisdom's peace refin'd. 
And the fair morning of a guiltless mind ! 

The toils of Faith, resounding as they rise. 
Befriending seraphs and complacent skies ! 
And O, the end — ^the bright immortal end ! 
Heav'n's gates unbar, and angel hosts attend. 
Each hour more sweet for you her rivers roll; 
A sky still bright'ning arches round her pole ! 

Fair, and more fair^ her sunny man^ons glow, 
Pure, and more pure her airs ethereal blow ; 
Her host, in growing youth, serenely shines. 
Her glory quickens, and her world refines ; 
In that fair world to e'er-beginning joy. 
Each hour increasing, ting'd with no alloy ! 

Rest from each toil, relief from every cai'e, 
Conquest of death, and triumph o'er despair ! 
To your own peers— your lasting home ascend. 
To Bliss' fair fountain — Virtue's faithful friend. 
Those fieeraf Heav'n's sons — ^that home the bright 

abode. 
That Fount an ocean — and that Friend — a God! 

Dnvight. 
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ST. PAUL AT ATHENS, 

CONSTITUTES a subject of Raphael's Cartoons ; and is indeed 
a nuMt interesting topic for the aster art of Poetry. We mnst i^ 
member that the Apostle was surroonded by an heathen auditory ; 
and was employed in disciosins some of the most important tmdu 
of the Christian RereUtion* 

WHO shall describe the Senate's wild amaze. 
When the great Orator annoimc'd that day, 
That solemn day, when from the yawning earth 
The dead shall rise, and Ocean's deep abyss, 
Pour forth its buried millions ? When 'mid choirs 
Of Angels thron'd, the righteous God shall sit 
To judge the gather'd nations I Vice appall'd 
With tremWing steps retir'd, and guilty fear 
Shook ev'ry frame, when Holy Paul pronounc'd 
Tlie awful truth— dark superstition's fiend. 
Convulsive writh'd within his mighty grasp. 
And Persecution's dagger half unsheath'd 
Back to its scabbard slunk — Celestial grace 
Around him beam'd — sublime the Apostle stood. 
In HeavVs impenetrable armour cloth'd. 
Alone— unhurt, before a host of foes ! 
So, 'mid the billows of the boundless main. 
Some rock's vast fabric rears its lofty form ; 
And o'er the angry surge, that roars below 
Indignant frowns — ^in vain the tempest howls.— 
The blast rude sweeping o'er the troubled deep 
Assaults in vain— ^unmov'd the giant views 
All Nature's war, as 'gainst his flinty sides 
Wave after wave expends its little rage ; 
And breaks, in harmless murmurs, at his feet ! 

Bolland. 
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^OLIAN HARP. 

THIS delightAil instminait imparts strains of the most refined n^ 
tare ; sometimes indeed scarcely audible, but at other times strong and 
impetuous; yet its general ehancteristic is an inexpreniUe softness 
and delicacy. 

MOST pleasant waible thy wild-flying notes, 
Sweet ample instrument !— O, I could pause 
fieneath some thick-wove canq>y of elms. 
To hear thy music e'en from morn, till night 
Should spread her thickest veiL Ah ! then 'tis sweet 
To hear thy soft sighs melancholy breathe. 
As the wild zephyr flutters o'er tiiy strings. 
On silken pinions. 

Hark now a pensive lay 
That wakes the soul to sympathy and love. 
Steals on my watchful ear ! It dies away 
In soft faint murmur — now again 'tis high ! 
And swelling loud and louder in bold notes 
Peals forth the anthem, or the choral song 
Of steel-clad heroes. Now so sweet the sound 
That Fancy thinks no mortal touch could make 
Such harmony divine— but deems they flow * 
From the fuU choir of celestial harps, 
Attun'd by seraphs, in the realms of love, 
To praise their Maker ! 

Ah ! were it mine to. dwell 
Far, far retir'd from the busy throng 
In vine-clad cottage— or at mom or eve 
Thy murmurs, mingling with the moss-fring'd brook^ 
Should lull my soul to happiness and peace ! 
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CHILDREN OF NATURE. 

1*1013 appellation implies that class of Indiridiials, w]u> hatie not 
been corrupted by the arts of ease and luxury. They presonre tiandc 
original vigour, and are, on this account, pecoliaiiy nwnied to sup- 
■pfun and defend their native country* 

WHEN Nature's children by amplidty, 

Are nurs'd and taught, oh Truth divme ! by thee 

To fortitude through early hardships bred, 

And at Frugality's plain table fed ; 

And tutor'd by the humanizing Muse 

To purer pleasures, and to noUer views ; 

Ko passions can prevent or fears axitrd. 

The settled purpose of the stedfast soul 

While the fair prospect of immortal joys 

To shining baubles sinks Earth's brightest toys ! 

Will such as these break through superior ties, 

For ease they slight or splendor they despise ? 

Or haply in their childhood often led 

To watch their flock, on some high mountain's head» 

In patient solitude the live-long day. 

The wild majestic scenes around survey ; 

Such scenes as wont to nourish thought sublime» 

And lift the soul beyond the reign of time, 

0'ei*all the mind a holy calm diffuse. 

Exalt the fancy and inspire the Muse. 

Will they in lucre's patlis ignobly bend. 

And for the dross they do not need contend ? 

Or taught so soon to feed on serious thought. 

With light Amusement's spacious snare be caught ? 

Or can voluptuous indolence beguile 

The youth with anews early strung by tdl? 
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^Who often lighted by the morning star, 
Before the dawn awakes the sylvan war; 
Or with amphibious courage leave the shore. 
And, over hidden rocks, the iinny tribes explore ! 
To those so used to suffer and to dare. 
No terrors threat«>i in the front of war. 
The very worst the sons of ease can feel 
The toilsome march, hard bed, or scanty meal, 
Calmly they view with an unalter'd eye, 
^nd, i^ould the battle rag&— they can but ^e ! 
•When Athens by the arts she nurst adorh'd, 
liht plain stem virtues of Laconia 8com*d ; 
When wealth of endless woes, the- guilty ^cause, 
^Her state corrupted, and relax'd her laws. 
And Freedom to unbounded licence grown 
Had ancient rights and due restraints o'erthrown ; 
When soft'ning arts and luxury's increase. 
Made valor droop ev'n in her native Greece ; ^ 
Th' intrepid sons of fearless Poverty 
Made Persian kings in wild amazement fly, 
•Bade Athens, sunk in conscious shame, behold, 
Their Spartan iron conquer Perdan gdd. 
And faiUiful to each dear and hallow'd tie. 
Preserve the sacred flame of JLiberty! 

Mrs. Grant, 



TO THE CUCKOQ. 

THE reiterated note of tliis singular bird annoonets the retain of 
Springy, ftcecMnpanied by all those pleani^ circumstancei, that eheer 
the bnaginatioB and exhilarate the heart. The Poet thereftwe^^MldrefMNi 
him in the language indiostive of the Joy, winch hit annual aypear* 
ante inipixiaii 

•K 
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Hml beauteous stranger of the grove ! 

Thou messenger of Spring ! 
Now Heaven repairs thy rural s^t : 

And woods thy welcome »ng. 
What time the daisy decks the green, 

Thy certain voice we hear. 
Hast thou a star to guide thy path» 

Or mark the rdling year ? 

Delightful visitant ! with thee 

I hail the time of flowers ; 
And hear the sound of mu^c sweet, 

From birds, among the bowers. 

The schooV-boy wandering thro' the wood. 

To pull the primrose gay. 
Starts — the new vdce of ^fyring to hear^ 

And imitates thy lay. 

^ What time the pea puts on the bloom. 
Thou fliest thy vocal vale : 
An annual guest in otlier lands. 
Another Spring to haiL 

Sweet bird ! thy bower is ever green, 

Thy sky is ever clear. 
Thou hast no sorrow in thy song» 

No winter in thy year. 

O could I fly, Pd fly nith thee ! 

We'd make with joyful wing 
Our annual visit o'er ^e globe, 

Companicms of the Spring ! Logan,- 

THE FALLING LEAF. 

TH£ Autttimial Lesson sug^^usts, to the thoughtful miiid, some 
uHerettiBf topics of io^rOfveineiit. Hence Moralists and DiTines 
have called tfao attention of Minl(ind to the lubject ; and, we doiAc 
ivft,witheffeet 
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SEE the leaves around us falling. 

Dry and withered, to the ground ! 
Thus to thoughtless mortals calling 
- With a sad and solemn sound — 

'* Sons of Adam — once in Eden, 

Blighted "when like us you fell. 
Hear the lecture we are reading, 

Tis, alas ! the truth we telL / 

Virgins! much, too much presuming. 

In your boasted wlute and red. 
View us late in beauty blooming, 

Number'd now among the dead. 

Griping Afisers ! nig^y wakii^ 

See the eo^ of all your care ; 
Fled on wings of our own making, 

We have left our owners bare. 

Sons of Honour ! fed on praises, 
Fluttering high on fancied worth, 

Lo ! the fickle air that raises 
Brings us down to parent Earth. 

Learned Sophs ! in systems jaded, 

Who for new ones daily call. 
Cease at length by us persuaded. 

Every leaf must have a fall. 
Youths ! tho' yet no losses grieve you. 

Gay in health and manly grace. 
Let not cloudless sides decdve you, 

Summer gives to Autumn place. 

Venerable Sires • grown hoary. 

Hither turn th' unwilling eye. 
Think amidst your falling glory, 

Autumn tells a Winter nigh : 
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Yearly in our coarse returning, 

Messengers of shortest stay. 
Thus we preach tills truth unerring, 

Heav'n and Earth shall pass away 1 

On the Tree of Life Eternal 
Man ! let all thy hopes be staid, 

Which alcne^ for ever vernal. 
Bears a. leaf which ne'er shall fade ! 

Bikhofi; Home,^ 

THE RIVER CAM, 

Ilowiiig by CanlaMge^ niut fttggest tone dasdft Knti^^ 
Poet, ¥ribote mhid iinbaed with aclttBoe^ octtlOB^lMBs eveiy 
ia^ otgectt with a characteristic r^;«nl and-iyiapatbyw 

WHILE yon sky-lark warbles high^ 

While yon rustic whistles gay 
On thy banks,, oh ! Cam, Ilie^ 

Musefiil pour the pensive lay. 
Willowy Cam, thy lingering stream 

Suits toO'Well the thoughtful breast : 
Languor here might love to dream ;. 

Sorrow here might sigh to rest. 

Kear yon steeple's tapering height 

Beauteous Julia thou art laid ; 
I oould linger through the mght. 

Still to mourn thee, lovely maid ! 
In yon garden fancy reads— 

*' Sqphron strays no longer here !" 
Then ag^ my bosom bleeds. 

Then I drop the silent tear. 
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Hoary Cam steal slow along. 

Near yon desolated grove. 
Sleep the partners of my song ; 

There with them I wont to rove. 
He the youth of fairest fame, 

Hasten'd to^an eternal tomb ; 
Friendship shall record his name, 

Pity mourns his hapless doom. 

Hark ! I hear the death-bell sound. 

There's another spirit fled ! 
Still mine ears the tidings woun^, 

Philo slumbers with the dead. 
Well he knew the critic's part : 

Shak^)eare's name to him was dear : 
Kind and gentle was his heart : 

Now again I drop a tear. 

Bending sad beside thy stream. 

While I heave the frequent sigh, 
Do thy rippling waters gleam, 

Sympatiietic, murm'ring by ? 
Then, oh ! Cam, will I return. 

Hail thy soothing stream again ; 
And, as viewing Julia's urn. 

Grateful bless thee in my strain. 

Still there are who raptur'd viewi 

Scenes which youthful hopes endear; 
Here they Science still can woo : 

Still they love to wander here : 
Peace they meet in every grove ; 

Lives again the rapturous song, 
Sweetiy ^poftive still they rove 

Cam ! thy sedgy banks along. . 

h2 
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Stately streams and glens and lal^es, 

They can leave to Scotia's plains. 
Mountains hoar, and vales and brakes. 

They resign to Cambrian swains; 
But these placid scenes full well. 

Suit the quiet musing breast : 
Here if Fancy may not dwell 

Science shall delight to rest ! 

George Dyer. 

DOMESTIC HAPPINESS- 

TUIS species of Happiness, though plaiQ and unostcntatiou, at 
once reaches and affects tlie heart. Mankind, in general, are apprized 
of its worth ; and, wherever it is o'vcrlooked or despised, that neg^lect, 
not unfrequendy carries akmg with it its own punishment* 

*• HOME'S home however homely," Wisdom says. 
And certain is the fact, though coarse the phrase. 
To prove it, if it need a proof at all, 
Mark what a train attends the Muse^s call ; 
And as he leada the ideal group along, 
Let your own feelings realize the song ! 

Clear then tlie stage, no scenery we require. 
Save the snug circle round her parlour fire ; 
And enter marshaU'd in procession fair. 
Each hap}ner influence that predominates tliere. 

First Love, by Friendship mellow'd into bliss, 
Li^ts the glad glow, and sanctifies the kiss. 
When fondly welcomed to the accustom'd seat. 
In sweet complacence wife and husband meet^ 
Look mutual pleasure, mutual purpose share, 
Repose from labours^ but unite in care. 
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Ambition— does AmtxtioD there reside ^ 
Yes ! when the Boy m manly mood astnde, 
Of headstrong prowess innocently vain. 
Canters the jockef ci his father's cane ! 
While Emulation, in the Daughter's heart. 
Bears a more mild though notkss powerful part ; 
With zeal to shine her fluttering bosom warms ; 
And, in the romp, the future house-wife forms! 
Or both perchance, to graver sport incline. 
And Art and Genius in the pastime join: 
This the cramp riddle's puzzling knot invents. 
That rears aloft the card-built tenements; 

Think how joy animates, intense tho' meek. 
The fading roses cm their Grandame's cheek. 
When proud the frolic progeny to survey. 
She feels and owns an interest in their play. 
Adopts each- wish, their wayward whims unfold. 
And tells at eveiy call the story— ten times told : 

Good-humour'd dignity endears meanwhile 
The narrative Grandsire^s venerable $tyle ; 
If happy feats achieved in prime of youth. 
Or pristine anecdote, or historic truth. 
Or maxim shrewd, or admonition bland. 
Affectionate Attention's ear command. 

To such society, so form'd, so blest, 
Time—'lTiought— Remembrance—all impart a zest. 
And Expectation, day by day more bright. 
Round every prospect throws increaang light. 
The simplest comforts act with greatest, force, 
Whate'er can give them— can improve of cour?e. 

All this is common-place youll tell me— true!. 
What pity 'tis not common fashioa too ! 
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Roam as we will, plain sense at last will find 
'Tis only seeking— what we left behind ! 
If individual good engage our hope. 
Domestic Virtues give the largest scope ; 
If plans of public eminence we trace. 
Domestic Virtues are its surest base f 

Samuel Binhop, 

SONG, 

For the Wandering Jew. 

THE Tales of Popular Snpcrstition often yield materialf for tlie 
Muse to work uihni, with wildness and irregularity. The fiilknving 
lines, therefore, are here introdneed ; and they come leeonincnded to 
us by the ghnpticity of its nibject. 

THO' the torrents from their fountains 
Roar down many a craggy steep. 

Yet they find among the mountains 
Resting places calm and deep. 

Tho' almost with eagle-pinion 
O'er the rocks the Chamais roam, 

Yet he has some small dominion. 
Which no doubt he calls his home. 

If on windy days the Raven, 

Gambol : like a dancing skiff 
Not the less he loves his haven. 

On the bosom of the cliff. . 

Tho' the sea-horse, in the ocean. 

Own no dear domestic cave; 
Yet he slumbers, without motion. 

On the calm and silent wave. 
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Day and night my toils redouble ! 

Never nearer to the goal ! 
Night and day I feel the tumble 

Of the Wanderer in my soul. 

Wdfdtworth, 

THE RESURRECTION. 

THIS noble and suUtme doctrine of tbe Christian reoeives illustra- 
tbn from the resusehatioB of Nature^ after the ravages and desola« 
tibns of Winter. Thus the pious and sensible observer of the rolling 
i— oni hu his fldth oonfinncd^ and his h^pe animated* 

O TELL me not—most subtle disputant 
That I shall die, the wick of life consumed. 
And ^ite of all my hope drop in the grave. 
Never to rise again ! Will the great God, 
Who thus, by annual miracle, restores 
The perish'd year, and youth and beauty gives. 
By resurrection strange, where none was ask'd, 
Leave only Man to be the scorn of Time, 
And sport of Death? Shall only he one Spring, 
0ne hasty Summer,, and one Autumn see, 
And then to Winter irredeemable 
Be doom'd, cast out; rejected and despised .' 
Tell me not so«-4ir by thyself enjoy 
The melancholy thought Am I deceived ? 
So let me be for ever. If I err. 
It is an error sweet and lucrative. 
For should not Heav'n a farther course intend 
Than the short race of life, I am, at least, 
Thrice happier than thee, ill-boding fool ! 
Who striv'st in vain the awful doom to fly, 
That I not fear. — ^But I shall live again 
And still on the sweet hop& shall my soul feed. 
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A medicine it is, that with a touch 
Heals all the pains of life-— a precious balm^ 
That makes the tooth of Sorrow vencKnIess, 
And of hornet-sting so keen— disarms 
Adversity ! 

Hurdi^, 

UNIVERSAL PEACE. 



" THE horrors of war mmc be dnocvdy depteealed by evierjr wep- 
wisher to the human raee. And aeeorfiogly we muit alUook fiirward 
with ddight to the period, when CoueorraaU endxMe and bien the 
world. 



AH ! when shall reason's intellectiial ray. 
Shed o'er the moral world ng^ore perfect day ^ 
When shall that gloomy world appear no mare 
A waste, where (isolating tempests roar No- 
where savage Discord howls in threatening form; 
And wild ambition leads the madd'ning storm. 
Where hideous Carnage marks his dangerous wiqr* 
And where the screaming Vulture scents his prey ^ 
Ah ! come Uest Concord ! chase, with smile serene. 
The hostile passions from /the human scene ! 
May Glory's lofty path be found afar 
From agonizing groans and crimson war ; 
And may the ardent mind that seeks T&oomn 
Claim not the martial, but the civic Crown ! 

Mise WiWaiM. 
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THE MAN OF TASTE AND FANCY. 

TASTE and Fancy are necessary for the true rdishing of the beau- 
ties oTNatsre; and the nan, who ponesses them, views every object 
around him with an additional pleasiire and satisfkction. 

OH ! who will bear him to th' imperial height 
Whence the wide prospect bursts upon his sight ? 
Shmb-tangled difis and pendent rocks surround 
JXiwn which the torrent foams with dashing sound ; 
Beneath the river glides with placid pace. 
And circling clasps the hill in its embrace. 
Its flow'ry banks unnumbei*'d herds disclose, 
Fed with the verdure which its stream bestows. 
The eye set free runs o'er the vast champaign. 
Where golden plenty undulates amain. 
Sees the trim seat at intervals comtnne 
Its groves, its lawns, and all its fair design. 
And father on the starting tow'r reveal 
The Village, which embow'ring shades conceal, 
Till it at last the distant ocean hail. 
And in the horizon spy the glittering sail. 
On yonder side a sullen heath extends 
Till ui the abrupt and moody ridge it endf;, 
Where sudden the ambitious summits rise. 
And mountains pil'd on mountains scale the skies, 
Upon whose tops eternal winCer stays, 
Reflecting from his snows the solar blaze. 
Grandeur and beauty all his soul subdue, 
While contrast heightens the bewitching view. 
Here would he gladly wait th' expiring day. 
And, 'midst unnumber'd charms of vision stray. 
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He suits to Nature's reign th* inquiring ejre, 
Skill'd all her soft gradations to descry, 
From Matter's mode thro* Instinct's narrow sway, 
To Reason's gradual but unbounded way ; 
And sees thro' all the wonder- varied chain. 
No link omitted, no appendage vain. 
But all supporting, and supported till 
The whde is perfect as the Author* b wilL 

Hence even the meanest pcnnts of Nature's care 
Fix his attention— his attachment share. 
The pebble, thro' pellucid waters shewn; 
The moss that clothes— the shrub that cleaves to 

stone; 
The modest-tinted flowers deck the glade ; 
The aged tree that spreads its awfid shade ; 
The feather'd race that wing th' ethereal way 4 
The insect tribes that float upon the ray ; 
The herd that graze, the flocks that nip the plain. 
And scaly natives of the watry reign. 

The%e hold ten thousand wonders to the sight. 
Which prompt enquiry and in^ire delight ; 
Relations— properties— prcfportions— ends- 
Burst into lig^t as her research extends* 
Until unnumber'd sparks around him fall 
From the great source— of Light, and Life, and All! 

Dr. Laurence Brown, 

HOME. 

THE dianni of " Home however Innnely'* are adoiowledged and 
felt by aU. Tbere ii an inexplicable fomething that attaches us to our 
own fixModet. 
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HOW oft 'With transport was my bosom fir'd. 
When near this happy seat of peace I drew» 

When, of the faithless forms of friendship tirVl, 
Th' abode of solid pleasures met my view : 

Hofw was I pleas*d to see the smoke ascend 
In many a rolling volume, light and blue; 

How pleas'd to see yon grove's thick branches 
bendy 
And hide my mansion from the public view. 

When the last streaks of slow receding light. 
Above the dusky hills, were faintly seen ; 

When the p£Je glow-worm shone serenely bright. 
And gradual darkness veil*d the rural scene: 

When nature's softness harmoniz'd the mind. 
How was I charm'd my pleasing home to seek ; 

How charm'd congratulating love to find, 
With^^weetness unaffected, soft and meek: 

How pleas'd amidst the dark tempestuous night. 
When in the howling storm returning late. 

To see my windows shed the taper's light. 
And hear the watch-dog barking at the gate; 

Pleas'd to anticipate with fond desire, 
(Whilait all around was dreary, .cold and wild) 

The circling pleasures of an evening fire. 

Where Friendslup met, and Love Connubial 

smil'd! 

jinoiu 
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ON THOMSON. 

UNES on oar fkTWirite Poet Thamn^ provided they htf« the best 
degree of merit, eumot prove unaceeptabtoi Hit works art thus 
bappily eharacterifed : 



BENEATH the jessamine bower where roses twine. 
In Nature's fragrance rich, is Thomson laid. 

He charms with elegance the soul of Taste, 
Or lulls the throbbing of the love-stung maid. 

He touch 'd the Seaaong with a master's hand: 
Descriptive Poetry then gain'd a height 

Unknown to man— e'en though the Mantuan Bard 
Through Nature's wild wood took his rural flight: 

But chief he lov'd to view the glittering gloom 
Where icy Winter chills the Poet's wing ; 

Midst scenes like these his airy fancy rang'd 
Beyond the richness of the budding Spring. 

With cQgnity he trod the mournful stage. 
Though not like Shakspeare glow'd lus tragic lire; 

Yet sympathy must own his heart was warm, 
And Sigismunda's woes can grief inspire. 

But most when Britain's freedom is his theme, 
The Poet thunders, and his generous zeal 

Absorbs the poet's in the Patriot's fame, 
The glowing champion of the Pudlic Weal! 
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PROGRESS OF TIME. 



WERE it not for the Songi of tbe Bard, and the Recoidf of the 
Historian, all tuUtfnary affain would speedily be consigned to oblivi- 
on. Saeh is die eranesecnt eomplexion of dus present state— such 
the passing nature of every thing beneath tbe sun. 



INCESSANT down the stream of time, 
And days, and years, and ages roll, 

Speeding through Elrror's iron dime 
To dark Oblivion's goal*- 

Lost in the gulf of night profound ; 

No eye to mark their shadowy bound, 

Unless the deed of high renown, 

The warlike chief's illustrious crown, 
%ed o*er the darkling void of dubious fame. 
And gild the pasang hour with some unmort al name ! 

Yet evanescent as the fleeting cloud 
Driv'n by the wild winds o'er the varjring skies, 

Are all the glories of the great and proud. 
On Rumour's idle breath that faintly rise. 

A thousand garbs their forms assume, 

Woven in vain Conjecture's loom. 

Their dyes a thousand hues display. 

Sporting in Fancy's fairy ray, 

Changing with ^xh uncertain blast. 

Till melting from the eyes at last. 
The shadowy vapours fly before the wind. 
Sink into viewless air ** nor leave a wreck behind !" 
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But if the raptur*!! train, whom Heav'ii in^ires, 
Of glory to record each deathless meed. 

Tune to heroic worth their goUea l3rres. 
And give to Memory each godlike deed ; 

Then shall the eternal guerdon wait. 

The acdons of the wise and great. 

While, as from black OUivion's sway* 

They bear the mighty name away. 

And waft it, borne on pinion high. 

With joyful card to the sky ! 

Sage History with eye severe 

Tracing aloft their bdd career. 
Clears the rich tale from Fiction's spacious grace; 
And builds her sacred lore on Truth's eternal base! 

Pye. 

THE WISH OF ZARA, 

THE SULTANES5. 



THE wretched ooBdition of the fennle 8ex,in Ae eMtera yurti of 
the world, has often be^ the aulgeet oT cewnitentum with the en* 
lightraed and generous mind> It is natural then for a fonale in vutk m 
situation, to view other realms with an cnvioas eyc^ paitieularly oar 
own country, where the talents and virtues of the Fair Sex are justly 
appreciated ; and wheie they softain their pr<^er ttaak in dJM aeato 
of soeie^. 

O! RATHER had fan- Albion ^ven ns birth. 
That seat of Freedom, and that nurse of worth ! 
Where varying seasons take their temperate tnms. 
Nor Winter keenly bites nor Summer bums ; 
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No desert winds embrown her verdant plains; 
No lawless spoilers rob her labouiing swains ; 
No startled ear receives the captive's groan. 
But Justice guards, and Mercy^ gilds the .throne, 
Where generous Love and Reasfon jointly reign. 
And Sense and Virtue rivet Beauty's chain. 
Nor guards nor bolts their wavering faith secure^ 
But Love that form'd the vow preserves it pure : 
There had kind heav'n but fix'd our envy'd lot. 
The humWe tenants of some peaceful cot. 
Then wedded Lorve had crown'd our constant flame, 
And sweet Affection soften'd duty's claim ; 
Kind confidence had bless'd the social day. 
And peapeful years unnumber'd stol'n away, 
Fair honour and esteem had crown'd my Ufe, 
And Zara bless'd the sacred name of Wife ! 
Ah ! charming dreams ! ye aggravate my woe. 
Nor Peace, nor Comfort shall this bosom know. 

Mrs* Hughes. 

SLAUGHTER, 

THE lionid attendant on War, bears, in its train, evils of the sorest 
detcripdon. The inflection of misery and the extinction of life are 
yerpctoally oeeurrinf in a state of warfare. We cannot help wisliing 
•tt^ an enemy ftr ftom oar relatives, our fHends, and our country. 

SLAUGHTER ! infernal fiend, of mien 

TerriiBc, smear'd with human gore. 
Cease to pollute the peaceful scene. 

And blast its opening bloom no more. 
Hence with all thy horrid train. 

Of ghastly spectres, quit the plain : 
Revenge, disdainful of controul. 

Fierce »re of Rape and Murder fouV. 

I 2 
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Stem Cruelty, with aspect wild : 
Hdl-dooin'd Ambition's lawless child, 
Whose steely heart no tears can move 
Not e'en the tears of suffering love t 
And meager Rapine with his band 
Of myrmidons, whose harpy hand ^ 

Destroys, or turns to dismsd waste, 
The pride of Nature and of taste ! 

Pale anguish propt on arm cf clay, 

Sighing the slow-pac'd hours away ; 

And bloodless Fear of sallow hue. 

Whose microscofnc eye can view 
Ten thousand foes that diwait his schemes, 
Pliantoms of Death, and Terror's bubble dreams ! 

Thou pityless and savage breast 
That cans't from other's ills be blest : 
Eye untaught to weep the wrong 

Of a brother or a foe : 
Heart too hard to melt, and tongue 
Slow to plead the cause of woe-— 
O quit ! for ever quit these halcyon j^ins. 
Where Love's abode is fix*d— where smiling Con- 
cord reigns ! 

Anon, 

FUTURE FAME. 



THE Love of Fame it a jMuaon de^ly planted in the hnman 
faNMt; and is by Ptovidenee kindly ordained to liglit «p aame of tfie 
beM and ndyect idrtaes ^^ch adorn humanity. And yet,how vapidly 
win erery thiol;, neiiely hottan, be iwaUowed ia the inntitfale gqlf 
oTeUiirion. 
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AH me I what coantiess millioDs lie entomb^, 
To deep forgctfulncss for ever doom'd. 
Who once adom'd Life's active stage. 
Who shone the wonders of their s^;e» 
And hop'd Posterity to charm; 
By their achievements to disarm. 
Timers ruthless aU-opiK)sing arm. 
And give their fame an endless courses- 
No more alas I are heard the high acclaims. 
That promis'd to transmit the glory of their names! 

These very names have long on Earth been lost, 
In solemn silence sunk their loudest boast ! 
Soon were their gaudy enagns torn. 
Soon were their gilded 'scutcheons worn ; 
Thdr marble monuments no more 
Are seen to tell tlicy liv'd before: 
All, all is vanish'd like a dream ! 
Yet pride still hopes to be the theme 
Of praise unwearied to the wond'ring world, 
Kor fears to be forgot when from its coidines hurl'd ! 

While you are acting your allotted part, 
Well-tim'd applause, no doubt, will cheer the 

heart; 
Your lai^;uid powers demand such aid, 
Without it Virtue soon would fade. 
Virtue, alas ! is weak at best. 
And slight her hold upon the breast 
Self love could ne'er content the mind. 
She seeks the sanction of her kind. 
But when Heav*n's awful verdict once is past. 
What can avail to her— Fame's f(Hidest,lotidest blast? 

Or grant its notes could pierce the ear of Death, 
They could not yet restore the vital breath. 



J 
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Or call forth pleasure in the tomb. 
Or change or fix your final doom : 
The World's faint ^audit still were Tiun, 
Each soul would in the place remain, 
Assigned her by the Judge Supreme, 
Whose approbation or whoae blame. 

Must stamp the colour of her fate. 

In that untry'd, unseen, and dreadEtemal state ! 

Dr. Fordycc. 

SMOKE, 
Ascending' from a Cottage, 

THE Muie converts the most trifling objects into souroet oTin. 
struction. Happ> the Man who, from every object Arouad lunk^thiis 
derives monU improvement. 

THO' now pale Eve with many a crimson streak 

Soft-fading tips the lime invested hill, 
And tho' blue steams emerging from the lake. 

Roll curhng on, and hover o'er the rill. 
The snidce, that slow involves its pillar form, 

From yonder straw-roof *d cottage sweetly throws* 
O'er my hush'd bosom a superior charm. 

And seems to breathe a cherub-like repose ! 
With its grey column to yon sapphire cloud. 

Stealing in stillness, the calm mind ascends — 
Th' unruffl'd line, tho* lost amid the sliroud 

Of Heav'n, in fancy rising, never ends. 
Thus ever may my tranquil spirit rise, 
Free from the gust of passion, to the skies! 

^inon.^ 
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CHARITY AND RELIGION. 

WHEREVER theie Uhutrioot penoiuiget ddgn to take up tbdr 
aliode, tlwre wiU happmess be flnind in their train, with aU her ii^ 



ALL hail ! bemgnant name, sweet Charity ! 
So prompt to pity— eager to suj^ly, ' 

Blest emanation of the heavenly mind. 
Friend of the world and parent of mankind ! 
That pines in dungeon^^-anxious looks around. 
And drops the lucid tear where woes abound, ^ 
Nor tears alone — O ! dear to man and God, 
Let ev'ry breast provide thee an abode. 
Let every pulse beat high with thee — and thrill 
Pervade each soul and all intentions fill. 
Let thy kind beams on humble peasants shine. 
Be thine to pity— to relieve be diine ! 

And ^ou, Religion ! soul-transforming flame, 
(Let earth thy power— let heav'n thy praise pn>' 

claim) 
Whoe'er's possessed of thee could wish no more. 
And without thee a Crsesus roust be poor. 
Come then, Religion ! and the toiling hind. 
Shall more than bread in thine embraces find. ' 
Thy precious balm distill'd upon his heart. 
His wants subside — ^his sorrows all depart. 
He sees his storm-beat cottage proudly rise. 
More than a palace — half a paradise! 
Lo I he who erst repos'd his weary head, 
A stone his pillow — the cold ground his bed. 
When to his leaping heart thy joys were giv'n, 
E3£claim'd with rapture— 'TTw the gate ofHetro^n I 

Allnart, 
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COMMERCE. 

THE profits and tdvantages of commercial punaits to ipfiTidnaU 
are well midentood, and coistantly realized. But we are to view 
Commerce on its broadeit icale^ as improving and melkmiling th» 
whole world. 



THUS Commerce roving still from place to plaoe. 
Blends, softens, and refines the human race ; 
Of jarring realms, allays the mutual hatci 
By cords of interest drawing state to state ; 
Where'er the breezes waft or tnllows roll. 
Awakes the slumbering vigour of the soul» 
Breaks the strong rivets Prejudice had wrought. 
And Custom fasten'd on the free-bom thought ; 
Assists the press to spread each useful art. 
Smooths the rough manners, meliorates the heart: 
Till men the land and ocean compassM round. 
Hail friends and brothers still where men are found ! 
Till equal law and virtue in her tr^,- 
Immortal Liberty o'er earth shall reign ; 
Truth with a robe of light invest the ball. 
And what one nation knows — be known to all ! 

Symjli9on, 



MORNING AND EVENING 



MoraUzjtd. 

TO draw moral .lessons fh>m the nainral world, is our inaumbent 
duty; and such an useful halut aonducos to intellectual imim>vement. 
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Morning. 

BRIGHT rose the Morn, and beautiful the Sun 
With fedry splendor all the landscape crown'd. 
His strongest beams illum*d the nearest ground. 
And o'er the distant hills more faintly shone ! 
But, ah ! too soon those transient rays are gone. 
The sullen gale sends forth a hollow sound, 
tow'r the black clouds surcharg'd with rain around, 
And veil Aurora in the mantle dun ! 
And like the early Morning I awoke, 
With ev'ry pleasure glittering in the view. 
The sun of Hope o'er the fair prospect broke. 
And diamond-tipp'd— each blossom wet with dew ; 
Till, by a sudden, unexpected, stroke, 
Faded thebrilliant scene, andprov'd my hopes untrue! 

Evening, 

Mark how the cloudless West effulgent glows, 
With thfe mild lustre of depiarting day ! 
The broaden'd sun shoots forth a lingering ray. 
And o'er the scene a trembling radiance throws ; 
But the bright Evening hastens to a close ; 
Light shadowy vapors soft o'er ether play ; 
The splendid eye of heav'n sinks fast away. 
And leaves the woild to darkness and repose ! 
So tranquil yet so awful ii the scene. 
Where Virtue's favourite son resigns his breath. 
Calm is his countenance, his smile serene ; 
And no distracting teirors lurk beneath. 
Nor dares one anxious passion intervene, 
To shade the teroper'd glories of his Dcatli ! 

An en. 



'f* 
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SEA-BATHING AT BARMOUTH. 



THE bMldiftil and pkaaant owtom of viiknig the iwniiir b ma 
improper tolyeet fbr the Muse. And the feelings of the vatemdhn. 
rian, ia reeruitins tiie fSunting en^es of natvze^ are.eiicided to our 
ftympftthy and atteatian. 

FREED from the coach of ^ckness, (giief and pain^ 
Hither the faintmg sufferer comes to lave. 
In the cool freshness of the bracing wave 
His langiud limbs: if so,^he may regain 
The thousand blesaAgs that compose the tnda 
Of rosy health ! And oh \ if aug^t can save 
From the dark precincts of the gloomy grave, 
Barmouth ! 'tis thee and all thy sylvan ragn. 
Wild are thy rocks, sublime diy mount^ms rise. 
White are the sails beneath thy suns that glide. 
Sweet are the sounds that steal across thy tide. 
Balmy are ajl thy gales and fair thy skies! 
But all ! with me can 1 forget thy sighs ? 
Will the sharp pangs that rend my heart subside ^ 

Bayiey. 



THE ABBEY OF LA TRAPPE, 

WAS raised for the gloomiest derotees of laperstitiMi. Thiihex 
they flocked in crowds to extiaguiali the kuMMwat passaans of native » 
and to counteract tht noUest purpoKs of Christianity. 

'TWAS whereia Trafifielaa^ rais'd its savage scat. 
Of grief and piety the last retreat. 
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And dark the rocks and dark the forests lay, 
And shrill the wmd blew o'ei' the Abbey grey. 
House of remorse, of penitence and care ; 
Its inmate, Grief— its architect, Despair ! 

The shepherd from the stony pasture flies. 
No music warbles in those ^ent skies ; 
Where in the wilderness the cypress waves, 
The pale-ey'd votaries hover round tiieir graves. • 
^lence and Solitude perpetual rdgn 
Around this hermit-family of pain ! 

Mark the dread portal ! who, without a tear. 
Forgets the murmuring Earth to enter here? 
As the deep solitude more sternly grows. 
With social tenderness the pilgrim glows : 
And while he reads the awful lines above, 
Turns to his native vale and native love. 

' So Death, the pale instructor! guards this porcl:^ 
And Truth celesdal waves her mighty torch : 
Far from the World's deceiving patli we fly. 
To find a passage to— jBrerwiry/'* 

Jaraclu 



WEDDED LOVE. 

THE souive of an tlie 1^ and dearatt chtntkit of huaaan lifcv is a 
•ubieet on which Poect dwell widmpture. It is indeed ^ sapport 
and Uessins «f the ind&Tidaal that tnaly ealti^tet it. 

* llMwhM four Goes tte the adMlHMeortbeiiucciptiMi over the 
(tte of the Abbey. 

K 
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Who but a Parent can a Parent's joy 
Conceive, when to her breast, devoid of guile, 
Caress'd, caressing, clings her darling boy, 
And owns his mother with a dimpling smile ^ 
The tear of rapture in her eye the while 
GUstening— thus o'er the brilliant star of even. 
Transparent oft are seen the new-bom dews of 

heav'n ! 
This rapture tell, each happy pair, is yours. 
Who, with congenial virtues, fondly trace 
The paths of Wedded Love! whose flame endures^ 
Though evanescent, ev'ry youthful grace. 
Fly from the form and fade upon the face, 
Lo i in your blooming progeny is view'd 
Each grace that once was yours — with added 

charms renew'd ! Dr» Booker, 

HAPPINESS 

IS the g^reat object of pursuit to man in aU tbe different gndatioiis 
of locicty. But, alai ! how leldoni are our hopes and expe«Utioi» 
realized. 

LOOK round the world, and tell me if you can. 
Is happiness the certain lot of man ? 
The mm I grant, and yet how often foil'd, 
The drone who loiter 'd, or the slave who toil'd. 
Adorn the object with what ia*J^e you please. 
Wealth, pleasure, business, iL^Jolence, or ease. 
Who strives too little, or who toils too much, 
£ach hunts a phantom that eludes the touch ! 
Tlien surely this must be the magic spell. 
To choose right objects, and pursue them well ; 
Say, wealth or pomp, or pleasure or renown, • 
Or aught that Virtue need not blush to own : 
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l*Jo; not eafclv singly— nor in compact join'd. 
Unless with this^*-a rightly temper'c' mind. 
Contentment then's the source of happiness. 
Is blest itself, and has the power to bless : 
Not Apathy whose gorgon looks impart 
A petrifaction to the feeling heart : 
Nor cdd indifference, such as stdcs preach, 
That scarce will taste the good within its reach ; 
Nor yet Di^;ust, that quarrels for a toy, 
With all the happiness it might enjoy ; 
Nor gleams of Pleasure, sun-shine of an hour. 
The glittering presage of a coming show'r : — 
But what they feel whom Faith empowers to see, 
A hopeful prospect of Eternity ! Anonymous. 

THE GRAVE OF AN UNFORTUNATE 

POET, 

WILL give rise to certain sympathies and feelings, which cannot 
be eanly suppressed. Talents and misfortune are not unfrequently 
joined together; and they are often 8«en hastening to an untimely 
tomb. 

STILL red-breast ! o'er the tuneful dead 
That sweetly soothing dirge prolong ; 

For his who owns this earthy bed. 
His was ^ sad, as sweet a song ! 

Unhappy Bard ! the conflict past. 
At length thy mortal pangs are o'er : 

But O! with that untimely blast 
Thy raptur'd strains are heard no morel 

Beside the turf that wraps thy clay. 
Shall kindred Memory fondly wake ; 

And deaf to all, thy foes can say. 
Shall love thee for the Muse*s sake ! 
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Here where no mare rude cares molest^ 
But Earth's sad sufferers calmly sleep ; 

Here where the weary are at rest. 
Shall Genius oft his vigils Jieep. ^ 

Here Pity with a beaming eye. 
Forgot if ^EMilts have laid thee low. 

O'er thy cold grave shall deeply sigji. 
And mourn thy pilgrims^ of woe ! 

O take from one, who knows to scan. 
The ardent soul, the dark career ; 

Who feels for erring wretched man— 
O take this tributary tear ! 

Still red-breast i o'er the tuneful dead 
Thy sweetly-soothing cBrge prolong ; 

Know Ma who owns that, earthy bed. 
His was as sweet, as sad a song ! 

Courtier, 

ESCAPE FROM SHIPWRECK. 

THE congregated horrors of sueh a ic^ie no pen can deteribe— no 
imagination fully pourtray. And yet, in our insular situation, bow 
often does the dire and affecting tale reach our ears. It it our eon> 
solation however to reflect, that the accident is not always equally fii. 
tal. Some are occasionally permitted to escape:— judge what must 
be their feelings on so tremendous an occasion. 

THE Storm increases — ^by the Hght 
Of Heaven's fierce radiance I behold 
The mariners, once brave and bold, 
Chain'd stedfast to the deck in strange aflfnght. 
Through distraction's starting tear, 
They see their wives and children dear 
Whom they had fondly hop*d ere long to greet. 
With all a husband's — ^with all a father's joy. 
And taste domestic cicmiforts sweet. 
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The end of all their tdl without allojr: 
But now (whilst those they love rejoice. 

In the bless'd interview at hand. 
And ev'ry heart and ev*ry voice, 
Already hails them to their native land) 
They mark th* unruly sails disdain. 
The weak contit)l of mortal rein. 
Dissever'd on the winds they see them ride. 
Then — ^k into the Ocean's tide ! 

Whilst languid Hope points to one glimmering beam. 

Forebodings stem disclose their wretched state ! 

They view'd the sails plung'd in the raging stream. 

And read their own inevitable fate. 
The lightnings as they flasli display 
The fatal shore to which they onward drive. 
In vain with destiny they strive, 
Whilst Ocean fierce demands his coming prey ! 
Now swifter borne before the hurrjing blast, 
(Their last brave anchor vaiiily cast) 
They view dismay 'd the white wave^ glare at 

hand, 
Foaming o'er .the rocking strand. 
To the near cliffs their course they urge, 

In dark funereal terrors dress'd ! 
Ere long, and in the wrathful surge 
• Each palpitating heart must rest! 
Still nearer now the vessel draws. 
Fear suspends their labouring breath ! 

A horrid pause ! 
One moment more ! 
Amid the roar 
Methought 1 heard the shriek of death ! 

k2 
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Ah ! bless'd deceit I the winds arise I 

Mercy to aid the sufferers flies ! 
Borne from destrucdon's predncts pale. 

They bid the beetling; rocks adieu. 

And with tumultuous transports new 
The road of safety hail ! 
Ye sires ! o'er deadi who lately hung, 

O'erwhelm'd with agony and fear. 
Whilst blessings trembled on your tongue* 

For those who then were doubly dear. 
You yet shall live with gladness crown'd» 

To view your smiling infants round ! 

The lover now shall greet the maid. 

To whom his fervent vows were paid ! 

To her once more the husband fly. 

In whom his earthly treasure lie ! 
Whilst ye who seek the peaceful dale. 

Speed to your homes and happy be ; 
And there beside your own hearths tdl 

The dangers of the Stormy Sea ! Cottle. 

INVITATION TO TOE FEATHERED RACE. 

THE beauty, simplicity, and innocance of the winged tribet, at* 
tract particiHar regard and attention. We even convene with them, 
and address them in the bnq^ge of benevolenoe* 

AGAIN the balmy zephyr blows. 
Fresh verdure decks the grove ; 

Each bird with vernal rapture glows. 
And tunes his notes to love. 

Ye gentle warblers ! hither fly. 

And shun the noon-tide heat: 
My shrubs a cooling shade supply, 

My groves a safe retreat 
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Here freely hop from spray to spray» 

Or weave tke mos^ nest: 
Here rove and sing the live-long day; 

At night here sweetly rest. 

Amidst this cool translucent rill, 
That trickles down the glade. 
Here bathe your plimie»-4iere drink your fill. 
And revel in the shade. 

No school-boy rude to mischief prone 

E'er shews his ruddy face : 
Or twangs his bow, or hurls a stone, 

In this sequester'd place. 

Hither the vocal Thrush repdrs ; 

Secure the Linnet sings : 
The Goldfinch dreads no slimy snares 

To clog her painted wings. 

Sad Philomel ! ah quit thy haunt. 

Yon distant woods among : 
And round my friendly grotto chaunt 

Thy sweetly plaintive song. 

Let not the harmless Red-breast fear. 

Domestic bird ! to come — 
And seek a sure asylum here 

With one that loves his home. 

My trees for you ye artless tribe 

Shall store of fruit preserve : 
O let me thus your friendship bribe> 

Come, feed without reserve. 

For you these cherries I protect- 
To you these plums belong. 

Sweet is the fruit that you have peckt» 
But sweeter far your song ! 
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Let then this league betwixt us .made 
, Our mutual interests ^ard ; 
Mine be the gift of fruit and shade> 
Your songs be my reward ! 

Graves. 

STONE HENGE, 

THE most tuieular piece of antiquity, in theidiigdoiii, aSbrds 
scope for the fixiest strains of poetic ixupiration> 

WAS it a spirit on yon shapeless pile ! 

It wore methought a hoary Druid's form, 

Mudng on ancient days ! The dying storm 

Moan'd in his lifted locks— thou Night ! the while 

Dost listen to his sad harp's wild complaint. 

Mother of shadows ! as to thee he pours 

The broken strain, and pensively deplores 

The fall of Druid Fame ! Hark ! — murmurs faint 

Breathe on the wavy air ! Aijd now more loud 

Swells the deep dirge, accustom*d to complain 

Of holy rites unpaid, and of the crowd. 

Whose careless steps these sacred haunts profane: 

O'er the mild plain, the hurrying tempest flies. 

And *mid the storm unheard the song of sorrow 

' dies! 

JLovelL 

BIRTH OF AN INFANT. 

THIS is an event which impaits pleasure to every fUmily, and the 
new visitant is received with emotions of joy. It is almost impossiUe 
that interesting sratiments should not arise within the breast on such 
an occasion:— natural affection breathes many Idud wishes; and 
benevolmco e&utu in the aeceMion of a new member to society. 
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WELCOME little helpless stranger. 

Welcome to the Ught of day. 
Smile upon thy happy mother. 

Smile and chace her cares away. 

Lift thy eyes and look aroond thee. 

Various objects court thy aght : 
Nature spreads her verdant carpet, 

Earth was made for thy delight. 

Welcome to a mother's bosom. 

Welcome to a father's arms : 
Heir to all thy father's virtues. 

Heir to all thy mother's charms. 

Joy thou bring'st, but mixt with trembling, 

Anxious joys an4 tender fears ; 
Pleasing hopes and mingled sorrows. 

Smiles of transport dash'd with tears. 

Who can say what lies before thee. 
Calm or tempest, peace or strife ; 

With what various turns and trials, 
Heav'n may mark thy checquer'd life ^ 

Who can tell what eager passions 

In this little breast shall beat ; 
When Ambition, love, or glory, 

Shall invade this peaceful seat ? 

Who can tell how wide the branches 
Of this tender plant may spread ; 

While beneath their ample shadow^ 
Swains may rest, and flocks be fed i 

Angels guard thee ! lovely blossom. 

Hover round and shield from ill : 
Crovm thy parents' largest wishes. 

And their fondest hopes fulfil Anon, 
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[DEATH OF AN INFANT. 

AS the birth of an infant gives riae to pleasing •enfati<»u, so the 
death of an infant bec(Hnes the source of the most pensive and heart* 
felt sorrow. Rachel reflued on such an occasi<m to be comforted. 

THE languid notes of lonesome bii*d» 
From yonder coppice sweetly wind; 

And through the scene are faintly heard 
Sounds that are silence to the mind. 

As slow my devious feet advance 
Through Eve's unrealizing gloom. 

Mine eyes pursue with eager glance 
An infant's solitary tomb. 

'Tis simple ! yet the green sod here 
That seems to court no stranger's eye. 

Than marble clmms a tenderer tear. 
Than sculpture moves a softer sigh. 

A lonely primrose lifts its head, 
. And here and there pale violets peep ; 
And if no venal tears are shed, 
The dews from many a daisy weep. 

And Pity here is often seen 

To prompt the nameless pilgrim's aghs; 
For Pity loves to haunt the scene 

Wliere. grief is stript of art's disguise. 

Farewel sweet spot ! my soul I feel 

Entranced in Sorrow's softest mood : 

These pensive shades that o'er me steal. 

They shall not lightly be withstood ! 

C. Lloyd, 
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IMMORTALITY OF MAN. 

THE powers and pasnonf— the capteities and eiiferg^et of the hu« 
Bum nund point to futurity. Their improvement and maturity are 
lodced ftir in a state of exittenee heyond the grave— and Revelation 
eonfinsu this glorious expectation. In no other light does this pre* 
sent life appear to possess real dignity. We are heirs to a gtorious 
inheritance— we are candidates for a glorious immortality. 

KNOW ye were form*d to range yon azure field. 
In yon ethereal founts of bliss to lave ; 

Force then— secure in Faith's protecting shield, 
The sting from death — the victory fron^ the 
grave! 

Is this the Bigot's rant? Away ye vain! 

Your hopes, your fears, in doubt and dulness 
steep : 
Go — sooth your souls in sickness, grief, or pwn. 

With the sad solace of eternal sleep. 

Yet will I praise you, triflers as you arc. 

More than the preachers of yon favourite creed : 

Who proudly swell the brazen throat of war. 
Who form the phalanx— Wd the battle bleed ; 

Nor wish for more who conquer but to die : 
Hear, Folly, hear! and triumph in the talc; 

Like you they reason, nor like you enjoy 
The breeze of bliss that tills your silken sail 

On Pleasure's glittering stream ye gaily steer. 
Your little course to cold Oblivion's shore ; 
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They dare the storm, and through the inclement year. 
Stem the rough surge, and brave the torrent's roar. 

Is it for glory ? that just fate denies, 

Long must the warrior moulder in his shroud ; 
£*er from her trump the heav'n-lireath'd accents riae^ 

That lift the hero from the fating crowd. 

Is it his post of empire to extend ? 

To curb the fury of insulting foes ? 
Ambition cease— ^e idle contest end, 

'Tis but a kir^om thou canst win or lose ! 

And why must murder*d myriads lose their all ? 

(If life be all) Why Desolation low'r. 
With famish'd fix)wn on this affrighted ball. 

That thou may'st flame the meteor of an hour? 

Go wiser ye, that flutter life away, 

Crown'd with the mantling juice the goblet higjh. 
Weave the light dance with festive freedom gay. 

And live your momentr— since the next you die ! 

Yet, know vmn sceptic — ^know the Almighty's mindi 
Who breathed on Man a portion of his fire ; 

Bade his free soul by flarth nor Time confin'd. 
To Heaven—rto Immortality aspire! 

Nor shall the pile of Hofie his Mercy reared, 
By vmn Philosophy be e'er destroy'd ; 

Eternity by all— or wish'd or fear'd, 
ShaU be by all or suffer'd or enjoy'd .' 

Maeon. 
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THE CHARACTER OF THE FAIR SEX 

GIVEN by Ledyard, the traveller, who had teen and observed it 
In the most savage and uncultivated rc^ons of the globe, is entitled 
t9 special attention— 

THRO' many a land and cUmc a ranger 
With toilsome stepj I've held my way, 
. A lonely unprotected stranger. 
To all the stranger's ills a prey. 

While steemg thus my course precarious, 
My fortune stiil has been to find 
• Men's hearts and dispositions variouSf 
But gentle Women, ever kind. 

Alive to every tender feeling. 

To deeds of mercy ever prone ; 
The wounds of pain and sorrow healing, 

With soft Compassion's sweetest tone. 

Ko proud delay, no dark suspicion 
Stints the free bounty of their heart : 

They turn not from the sad petition. 
But cheerful aid at once impart. 

Form'd in benevolence of Nature, 

Obliging, modest, gay and mild. 
Woman's the same endearing creature, 

In courtly town and savage wild. 

When parch'd yrith thirst, with hunger wasted^ 
Her friendly hand refreshment gave : 

How sweet the coarsest food ha^Ltasted, 
What rCordiaL in the umplc wav# ! 

I, 
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Her courteous looks, her words caressing. 

Shed comfort on the faulting soul 

Woman's the stranger's general blessing 

From sultry India to the Pole ! 

• Ledyard. 

THE MODERN HIGHLANDER 

IS of a much less watlike can th»n he iras in former times* Of his 
•neient condition we may fbim a just ideafttmi the Poems (rf'Osdaii. 
He is now, however, egnsideraUy changed, though he still retaim his 
eharacteristic honour and bravery. 

THE active youth by manly spirit led. 
Who wont to range the wastes with heath o'erspread. 
And send Death's message with unerring sum. 
To reach the flying or the bounding ^me; 
No longer arm'd, the sylvan haunts explore. 
And thunder from the fatal tube no more. 
No missile weapon bright with silver grace. 
The long-descended sons of generous race ; 
The broadrswoixi glittering with a two-fold blade. 
With apt device and costly work inlaid. 
The dirk in sheath adorn 'd with curious art. 
And worn suspended near the owner's heart 
The bossy buckler rich in studded pride, 
That tum'd of old the javlin's point aside. 
No longer now, when War has ceas'd to storm. 
With gallant grace bedeck the warrior's form. 
While his Arm step, bold chest, and martial air. 
The daring of a dauntless mind declare ; 
Tliese, when no manly feats their lords employ, 
Were wont to glitter in the hall of joy ! 
Still prompt for use and ready at their call. 
In gleaming pride suspended on the wall ; 
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While the land pileroach 'ifired the gen'rous breast. 
With deeds of heroes sung at ev'ry feast ! 
Now silent clotli'd with dust the pileroach sleeps, 
Forlorn the hoary Bard in lulence weeps ; 
And.dark with rust the arms, from sight exil'd. 
Are in some lone recess unheeded pil'd. 
Lest memory still to thoughtful sorrow true. 
Revive their sleeping anguish at their view ; 
'ilius when the mother in Life's smiling mom. 
From her fond arms beholds her daring torn. 
The sad attendants hide its favourite toys. 
That wake remembrance of departed joys! 

Mrs, Grant. 

AN ANCIENT CASTLE. 

r THESE venerable structures are scattered througfaont every part 
of the country. They call to mind former days, and are on this a» 
count peculiarly interesting to the feeling and cautemplative ndod. 

HERE once a monarch with his courtly train. 
Quaffed sparkling malmsey in capacious bowls; 

While deeds recorded in the Minstrel's strain. 
Oft rais'd to rapture their expanded souls. 

Here once the song of flattery was rais'd, 
(Of times full grateful to a monarch's ear ;) 

And Ednvard*8 prowess and his acts were prais'd, 
While shouts of pleasure rent the lucid air! 

WHiere is tlie monarch now — ah ! where his train. 
Who quaff 'd rich malmsey in their golden bowls? 

Where is the Minstrel, whose heroic strain 
Once rais'd to rapture their aspiring soul ? 
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Gone are they all! nor wealth nor fame can save 
From Death's despotic power the rich or great. 

The tyrant lays e'en princes in the grave. 
With all their' gorgeous pageantry of state ; 

Yet to their memory is rais'd on high 

The sculptur'd pillar, or the marble bust ; 

And proud inscriptions catch the awe-struck eye> 
Rear'd d'er the relics of unconcious dust 

But busts nor columns mark the lovely spot. 
Where sleep the humble — ^haply once pos8ess*d 

Of greater virtues (though so mean their lot) 
Than kings by minions flatter'd and caressed ^ 

No more the golden chalice shall go round. 
Nor sparkling wines the hero's soul inspire : 

No more the songs of merriment shaU sound. 
Nor the sweet mu^c of the hand-swept lyre* 

Alas ! those scenes of revelry are o'er. 
For your old fragments moulder and decay. 

Yon walls the captive shall contain no more. 
For now they mingle with their native clay. 

Thus may we see the end of things on earthy 
Of hiqinours, riches, and aspiring fame : 

Here may the noble leani that pride of birtb 
Is but a phantom with delusive name ! 

Time conquers all! in vain the Castle proud 
Rears its high turrets to the vaulted sky ! 

In vain it towers to touch each fleecy cloud. 
That glides majestic as it rolls on high. 
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Yet fain would mortals more than men appear, 
Tho' hastening nearer to the grave each hour, 

But nought avails it in this nether sphere. 
To flaunt of riches, or extent of pow'r. 

Since soon the season of man's life is o'er. 

His fleeting summer swiftly flies away ; 

And winter blights the flower — to bloom no more 

Until it blossoms in a purer clay ! 

Goodmn, 

THE RIVUDET, 

IS an object which cannot fhil to exdte the attention of the poet, 
who, with an prdinary eye, view* the ihir varieties of Nature, and 
draws from them lessons of moral improvement* 

THOU nameless Rivulet, who from the side 
Of Lewesden softly welling forth dost trip 
Adown the valley wandering sportively ! 
Alas ! how soon thy little course will end — 
How soon thy infant stream shall lose itself 
In the salt mass of waters ei-e it grow 
To name or greatness! Yet it flows along. 
Untainted with the commerce of the world : 
Nor passing by the noisy haunts of men ; 
But thro' sequester'd meads a little space 
Winds secretlj^, and m its wanton path 
May cheer some drooping flower, or minister 
Of its cool water to the thirsty lamb ; 
Then falls into the ravenous sea as pure 
As when it issued from its native hill ! 
So to thine early grave didst thou nm on 
Spotless Francesca— so, after a short course, 
Thine innocent and playful infancy 
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Was swallowed up in death, and thy pure spirit 

In that illimitable gulph, which bounds 

Our mortal continent! But not there lost, 

Not there extinguish'd, as some falsely teach 

Who can talk much and learnedly of life— 

Who k?iow our frame and fashion — who can tell 

The substance and the properties of man. 

As they had seen lum made— aye, and stood by 

Spies OB Heav'n's work ! They also can discourse 

Wisely to prove that what must be must be— . 

And' shew how thoughts are jogg'd out of the brain 

By a mechanical impulse — ^pushing on 

The minds of us poor unaccountables, 

To fatal resdution! Know they not^ 

That in this mortal life, whatever it be, 

We take the path that leads to good or evil. 

And therein find out bliss or misery ? 

And this includes all reasonable ends 

Of knowledge or of being— farther to go 

Is toil unprofitable— and th' effect 

Most perilous wandering ! 

Crowe. 

CHILDHOOD. 

THE playfttlness of this early season of life has been a fiftToarite 
theme with the muses. Indeed, the fondness whicnthe youngs discover 
Itarthe scenes of nature is delightful, and constitutes an ample tooroe 
Qf imiocent enjoyment. 

ALL thoughtless of maternal care I fled, 
(As from my earliest youth I lov'd the shades) 

Now here— now there, as devious fancy led. 
Through woodland wilds and aleut Icmely glades; 



PARNASSXAK GARLAKO. 139 

Then, mounted on some tall tree's loftiest bought 
Rock'd by the 4mpulse of the passing wind, 

I view'd the landscape far and wide below. 
And wild romantic pleasure fill'd the mind ! 

O'er spacious fields of undulating com, 
To see light shadows float of clouds above ; 

To catch perfumes on zephyr's pinions borne, 
LuU'd by the sylvan songster's lay of love. 

These were delights which then would charm the 
soul I , AnoTi, 

A STORM OF THUNDER AND LIGHTNING 

IS at all times a most interesting^ spectacle: but its tenron are 
lieishtenei by .the wildness and ruggedness of the turroandipg 
scenery. 

HIGH on the east the great Ben Lomond rears 
His lofty head, and hides it in the clouds ! 
These oft attracted by his tow*ring height. 
Stop short their airy flight, and form a veil 
Which dark and thick descends. Condensing stiD, 
Part slowly sails along, and swelling, shrouds 
The neighb'ring hills — ^the glens how dark be- 
tween! 
The winds are hush'd — ^the birds expectant pause! 
The ox with wistful gaze eyes the deep gloom ! 
Nor voice of man is heard, nor pipe nor horn; 
But silent expectation reigns and boding fear ! 

Sudden athwart the gloom the lightning's glance 
As quick reflected by the placid lake, 
With lucid air darts bright ! Anon sublirae 
In awful majesty the thunder rolls; 
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Onward it rolls, and louder roars. 
In bursting peals successive heard afar, 
Re-echo'd oft by rocks and caverns deep 
From all the neighb'ring hills — ^till circling rounds- 
Still gaining force, again it bursts a peal 
That stuns the ear. Rocks dash*d on rocks are heard 
Rattling around. The stoutest heart appalled 
With wild dismay, scarce dare to eye the gloom : 
Deep seam'd with frequent streaks of moving fire, 
Darting in rapid gleams from cloud to cloud ! 
The clouds are seen in wildest tumults mix*d : 
And now — a mighty flash with fearful glare 
Wide opens half the sky ! The heavy rain 
Pouring in streams, resistless rushes down. 
Plows the red mould, and bears it to the m^ ! 
Nature convuls'd, the everlasting hills 
Appear to totter, and the total wreck 
Of all terrestrial objects seems at hand 1 

Dr. Crnic, 



THE RURAL VILLAGER. 

THOUGH remote from the pomp of courts, and firom the bottle 
and gaiety ot*a city life, has his own appropriate luxuries and enjojo 
ments. He is the otgect of our envy and admiration. 

REMOVED a step above the dreary cell. 
Where struggles squallid poverty in vain ; ' 

How sweet on Nature's soft ascents to dwell. 
Where health and quiet bless the village train, 

To hail the soft-ey** Morning's golden ray, 
With gratef »d hearts, where mild devotion glows, 
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Well pleas'd to meet the labours of the day. 
And taste those sweets which industry bestows. 

The temp'rate meal— the well-eam'd leisure hour 
To books devoted, or the garden's care. 

To mark the beauties of each op'ning flow'r. 
Nature's gay children exquisitely fair. 

At eve to leave life's bustling cares behind> 

7 he purest breath of Heav'n to inhale, 

Dispensing health and vigour to the mind* 

Soft as it blows along the soften'd vale. 
t 

O let me still enjoy those chaste delights, 
Which bloom in Nature's yet untainted fields. 

Bright days — ^untroubled slumbers—peaceful nights. 
And aU the sweets, which rural quiet yields I 

Could any higher wish the mind beguile. 
The cottage still would best my fancy please ; 

A little competence to lighten toil. 
To nurse my flow'rs, and taste sweet lettered 
ease. 

But hence ye sordid joys of bloated wealth, 
Let power and titles be to others giv'n ! 

Life's humble walks I choose, where peace and 
health 
May smooth my passage to a peaceful Heaven I 

Anon, 
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THE SONG OF SEVENTY. 

THE energies of Wedded Love are not in all eases speedily extin- 
guished. They are seen to exist throughout the trials and vieissitiideB 
of life, constituting a support amidst the decays of age, and sweeten* 
ing the hope of Immortality. 

I TOLD you Mary, told you true 
If love to favour had a claim, 
That all its wishes warm'd my breast. 
And you were still the constant theme. 
I told you then if mine you were. 
The pride of rank you must forego. 
And all the pomp of dress resign. 
For wealth I had not to bestow ; 
And Mary thou didst not reprove 
And bade me hope, and bade me love ! 

O Mary on thy lovely neck. 

The diamond shone with sweeten'd glance^ 

And graceful was the silken robe, 
That mark'd thy motions in the dance. 
And joyous were the pompous ciowd. 

Thy birth entitled thee to jdn : 
Yet pomp, and wealth, and friends you left. 

To be acknowledg'd, Mary — mine. 
Thou lovely didst my suit approve. 
And bade me "hope, and bade me love ! 

•Tis long now, Mary, since we met. 
Stiff are my joints and hoar my hair ; 

Ev'n your cheeks too the wrinkles mark. 

And yet my love — ^you're wondrous fair. 
And were the wrinkles stronger still. 

While accents cheerful grac'd your tongue. 
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How could I think but on those smiles 
And accents that adorn the young. 
When thou, love, didst my suit approve. 
And bade me hope, and bade me love ! 

How often, Mary, has my heart 
With secret rapture beat thy praise. 

While on your breast our infants hung, 
I mark'd their Mother's tender gaze. 

And still, my love— thy lad is proud, 
Old as he is— he's proud to see 

The younkers anxious for thy love, 
Come fondling round their Gran'am's knee ? 

! bless the day you did approve. 
And bade me hope, and bade me love ! 

O Mary ! much I owe thy care. 
Life's best of blessings still you gave. 

But now our various duties past. 
Our nearest prospect is the grave : 

Yet conscious of a virtuous life. 
We shrink not from the solemn scene, 

Sigh — sigh we must, that we shall part ; 
But soon, my love, we'll meet again, 
Where endless pleasures we shall prove. 
Nor ever, ever cease to love ! /. jB, 

TO THE SNOW DROP. 

THIS beautiful and modest little Flower y/'Hl suggest to the con- 
templative mind some moralizing reflectixmi* 

/ 

THOU who to heav'n lifting thy golden brow 
Eye'st unabash'd the glorious orb of day, 

1 pr£dse thee not — I hate th* unblushing front .' 
But ever let me tell your humble worth. 
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Ye ample Snow-drofisJ firstlings of the year ! 

Fairest of flowers ! sweet harlnngers of Spring ! 

How meekly do you hang your silvery heads. 

Like maidens colly stealing from the view ? 

E'en so upon the ground her modest eye. 

That fears to meet th* irreverent gaze of Man, 

Beauty unconscious bends — and so, more pure 

Than are your snow-white forms, Sophia strives 

To hide those charms, how matchless! from the worid! 

P. Homer, 

THE VIOLET. 

THIS firagraat litde Flower, so liberally scattered through ma 
hedges and highways, is entitled to our attention. And the firikmiBg 
lines celelirate its praises in a manner, which must be ace^tafale IIB 
every loTer of nature. 

AND shall the Muse to thee her praise deny, 
Thou best, thou most diminutive of flowers f 
For where can Nature through her wide domains. 
Boast other odours half so sweet as thine ^ 
What shall 1 Sophy scorn, 'cause Sophy's small ^ 
Though small she be — ^is she not still a gem. 
Which worlds of massy gold could never buy ? 
You too ye Violets! might I ever wear. 
E'en as I wear my S(q)hy in my heart ! 
Though the strip'd tulip and the blushing rose, 
The polyanthus broad, with golden eye, 
Tlie full carnation, and the lily tall. 
Display their beauties in the gay parterre. 
In costly gardens, where th' unlicens'd feet 
Of rustics tread not — yet that lavish hand. 
Which scatters violets under ev'ry thorn. 
Forbids that sweets like these should be oxifin'd 
Within the limits of the rich man's waU ! 
So fares it with the world-^lbeit we see 
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Some gew-gaws which the great alone possess. 
Whatever is solid good is free to all ! 
Let grandeur keep its own ! This fragrant flower 
Was kindly given by Nature to regale 
The weary ploughman, as he home returns. 
At dusk of evei^^ng to that dear abode. 
Where all his comfort;, all his pleasures lodg'd. 
Young rosy cherubs and a smiling wife ! 
If he may profit these— 4ie11 jewels call 
Those big round drops that stand upon his brow 
The badges of his labour and his love .' 
The thought that these from him their good derive; 
And that-*that good hangs on this single arm. 
Turns toil to luxury — to pleasure pain. 
'TIS this that cools the ^m's meridian blaze^ 
Bears up his heart, rebraces every nerve. 
And sends fresh vigour to the fainting soul ! 
How far more blest is industry like this 
Than schemes of statesmen, who, for private ends^ 
Would plunge their country in a gulf of woes ! 
And know ye great ! howc'er ye may despise 
The rustic's labour — ^"tis to that we owe, 
A nation's happiness — a kingdom's wealth- 
Wisdom in council— terror in arms-— 
At home security— aod fame abroad ! 

P, Homer. 



THE FORESTER 



HAS an opportonity of snnreyiag Nature in all her attitudes ancT 
€Tt)Iutions. His mind is familiarized to her ever>yarying8oenei;tbiey 
seize his imagination and affeet his heart— K is hit priTilegOi 

M 
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To see the sun to bed and see him rise, 
(Like some warm amorist with glowing eyes) 
Bursting the lubber bands of sleep that bound him. 
With all his'^iires and travelling glories round him ; 
Sometimes the moon on soft-mght clouds to rest, 
(Like Beauty nestling in^a young man^s brei^) 
And all tlie winking stars (her handmaids) keep 
Admiring silence while those lovers sleep; ' 
Sometimes outstrctcht in very idleness, 
To view the leaves (tliin dancers upon air) 
Go edd5riDg round ; and smaH birds how they fare. 
When mother Autumn fills their beaks with com 
Filch'd from careless Amalthea's horn ; 
And how t^e woods, berries and worms provide 
(Without their pains) when Earth hath nought beside. 
To answer their small wants, in the drear Winter's 

tide; 
To view the graceful deer come tripping by, 
Then stop and gaze — ^then turn they know not why. 
Like bashful younkers in society ! 
To mark the structure of a plant or tree. 
And all fair things of Eaith — how fair they be! 

C JLatnb* 



DEATH OF CAPTAIN COOK. 



THE fkte or this celebrated NaTig^ator ii kno^-n to all. HaTiog 
twice sailed raand the world, he was making his thirfi voyage, when 
be fdl a victim to the fury of savages. He bad a head to plan, and a 
heart to execifte whatever was thought to cowluee to the peae^ and 
hapjpioew of nuinkind. 
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GIVE, give me flowers, with garlands of renown, 
Those glorious Exiles' brows my hands shall crown, 
Who nobly sought on distant coasts to find, 
Or thither bore the arts that bless mankind ! 
Thee chief — great Cook ? o*er whom, to Nature dear 
With Britain, Gallia drops tlie pitj^ng tear ; 
To foreign climes and rude, where nought before 
Announc'd our vessels but their cannons* roar I 
Far other ^fts thy better mind decreed. 
The sheep, the heifer, and the stately steed, 
The plough, and all thy country's arts — ^the crimes 
Atoning thus of earlier savage times ! 
With peace each land thy bark was want to hail. 
And tears and blessings fiU'd thy parting sail ; 
Receive a stranger's praise, nor, Britain, thou 
Forbid these wreaths to grace thy Hero's brow! 
Nor scorn the tribute ci a foreign song, 
For Virtue's sons to eveiy land belong! 
And shall the Gallic muse disdain to pay 
The mead of worth, when Louis leads the way ? 
But what av^'d that twice thou dar'st to try 
The frost bound sea, and iiince the burning sky. 
That by winds, waves, and ev'ry realm rever'd. 
Safe, only safe thy sacred vessels steer'd. 
That War for tliee forgot its dire commands ? 
The World's great friend, ah ! bleeds by savage 
hands! 

Mbe de Liale. 
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THE BUTTERFLY'S BALL, AND THE 
GRASS-HOPPER'S FEAST. 



THB muiffeeted nmpUcity of the following Bnet, tofetber vdA die 
tioTelty of the luUjeet, entitle them to partieular attoitioB* Tlie 
young mind, for whom they were originiilly written, will be highly 
f leased with them- 



COME take up your hats, and away let us haste 
To the Butt€rfly*9 ball and the Graaahofifier^s feast: 
The trumpeter Gad-fly has summoned the crew* 
And the revels arc now only waiting for you. 

On the smooth shaven grass by the side of a wood» 
Beneath a broad oak, which for ages had stood. 
See the children of earth, and the tenants of ah: 
To an ev'nings amusement together repair; 

And there came the Beetle^ so blind and so black* 
Who carried the Emmet ^ his friend, on his back. 
And there came the Gnat and the Dragon-fly too, 
And all their relations, green, orange, and blue ; 

And there came the Moth^ with her plumage of down 
And the Hornet ^ with jacket of yellow and brovm. 
Who with him the fVasfi, his companion did bring. 
But they promisM, that ev'nmg, to lay by their sting; 

Then the sly little Dormouse peep'd out of his hole 
And led to the feast, his bluid cousin the Mole >- 



\ 

\ 



\ 
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Andjthe Snails with her l^orns peeping out of her shell. 
Came fatigued with the distance, the length of an ell. 

A mushroom the table, and on it was spread, 
A yfAt^r-dockleaf^ which their table-cloth made, 
The viands were vaiious, to each of their taste» 
And tlie Bee brought the honey to sweeten the feast. 

With^steps most majestic the Snail did advance. 
And he promised the gazers a minuet to dance ; 
But they all laughed so loud that he drew in his head. 
And went, in his own little chamber, to bed. 

Then, as Ev'ning gave way to the shadows of night. 
Their watchmto, the Glow-ivorm^ came out with 

his light, ' 
So home let us hasten, while yet we can see ; 
For no watchman is waiting for you or for me ! 

Roscoe. 



\ 



THE QUEEN INSECT* 



IS renowned for her sjj^endour and beauty. Her influenee extends 
fkr and near anumgst the little busy indostrious tribes, who are pat- 
terns of neatness and activity* 



BUT mark, of regal port and awful mien. 
Where moves with measured pace the Insect Queen! 
Twelve chosen guards with slow and solemn gait. 
Bend at her nod, and round her person wait» 

m2 
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Not eastern despots, of their splendour vain, 
Can boast in all their pomp a brighter train 
Of fear-bound satraps ; not in bonds of love. 
Can loyal Britons more obedient move. 
Whose patriot king, an heart-felt homage finds. 
And guides with easy rein their willing minds. 
The pregnant Queen her duteous slaves attend. 
With plausive air the high-arch'd dome ascend. 
Cling in fond rapture round the genial bed. 
And o'er her form a living curtain spread. 

When twice ten suns, with all resplendent ray, 
Have shed soft radiance on the brow of May, 
The royal nymph to light exulting springs. 
And gayly trims her short but sinewy wings. 
Long is her tapering form and fringM with gold, 
The glossy black which stains each scaly fold* 
With gold her cuirass gleams, and round her thighs 
The golden greaves in swelling circles rise : 
Full arm'd the Monarch soars on sounding wing. 
But mildly shields her formidable sting * 

Thus in the bloom of youth and glory shone 
On Cressy's field, great fed ward's gallant son. 
The sable warrior dazzling to behold. 
His jet-black arms emboss'd with bumish'd gold, 
A snow-white plume wav'd o'er his radiant crest, 
Britannia's lion grac'd her hero's breast. 
Yet sweetly glisten'd in his modest eye, 
Th' enchanting smile of manly courtesy. 
With heav'n-bom clemency, if valour weds. 
Then each on each reflective lustre sheds i 

Dr, Evana, 
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FAREWELL TO THE MUSE. 

WE always part (rem those to whom we are attached, with vnplca- 
■ant seDsatioDs. We may therefore easily peroeivb the justice and 
hieauty of the following lines: 

AS by some tyrant's stem command* 

A wretch forsakes his native land. 

In foreign climes condemn'd to roam» 

An endless exile from his home : 

Pensive he treads the destin'd way. 

And dreads to go, nor dares to stay ; 

Till on some neighboring mountain's brow 

He stops and turns his eyes below. 

There melting at the welt-known view, 

Drops a last tear and bids adieu \ 

So I, thus doom'd from thee to part, 

Gay Queen of Fancy and of Art, 

Reluctant move with doubtful mind, 

Oft stop and often look behind ! 

Companion of my tender age. 

Serenely gay and sweetly sage ; 

How blithesome were we wont to rove, 

By verdant hill or shady grove ; 

Where fervent bees with humming voice. 

Around the honied oak rejdce ; 

And aged elms with awfid bend, 

In long cathedral walks extend. 

Lull'd by the lapse of gliding floods — 

Cheer'd by the warbling of the woods ; 

How blest my days, my thoughts how free, 

In sweet society with thee ! 

Then all was joyous — all was young, 

And years unheeded roll'd along. 

But now the pleasing dream is o'er. 

These scenes must charm me now np more ! 
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Lost to the field and torn from you — 

Farewell I— -a long — a last adieu ! 

Me wrangling courts and stubborn Lxiw, » 

To smoke and crowds, and cities draw. 

Their selfish faction rules the day. 

And Pride and Av'rice throng the way. 

Diseases taint the murky air; 

And midnight conflagrations glare. 

Loose Revelry and Riot bold. 

In frighted streets their orgies hold ; 

Or when in silence all is drown'd, ^ 

Fell Murder walks her lonely round. 

No room for peace — ^no room for you. 

Adieu, celestial nymphs, adieu! B lacks tone* 

THE LAW. 

THE same enunent aathor having thus affectingly deieribed hit 
icgrec in parting with the Muse, pourtrays his entering on the rag* 
ged department of the Law, with equal truth and simplieity. 

SHAKSPEARE no more thy sylvan son. 

Nor all the art of Addison, 

Pope's heav*n-strung lyre, nor Waller's ease. 

Nor Milton's mighty self must please. 

Instead of these — a formal band 

In furs and coifs around me stand. 

With sounds uncouth, and accents dry. 

That grate the soul of harmony. 

Each pedant sage unlocks his store. 

Of mystic dark discordant lore : 

And points with tott'ring hand the ways 

That lead me to the thorav maze. 

There in a winding close retreat 
Is Justice doom'd to fix her seat 
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1- 

There ienc'd by bulwarks of the Lav, 
She keeps the wond'ring world in awe : 
And there from vulgar sight retiifd. 
Like eastern queens is more admir'd : 
O let me pierce the secret shade. 
Where dwells the venerable maid ! 
There humbly mark« with rev'rend awe. 
The guardian of Britannia's law. 
Unfold with joy her sacred page, 
(Th' united boast of many an age. 
Where mix'd, yet umform, appears 
The wisdom of a thousand years !) 
In that pure spring the bottom view. 
Clear, deep, and regularly true. 
And other doctrines thence imbibe. 
Than lurk within the sordid scribe. 
Observe how parts with parts unite 
In one harmonious rule of right ; 
See countless wheels distinctly tend 
By various laws to one great end ; 
While mighty Alfred's piercing soul 
Pervades and regulates the whole. 
Then welcome buuness, welcoipe strife. 
Welcome the cares, the thorns of life ; 
The visage wan, the pur-blind ag^t» 
llie toil by day, the lamp at night; 
The tedious forms, the solemn prate, 
llie pert dispute, the dull debate ; 
The drowzy bench, the babUing hall ; 
For thee, fair Justice, welcome all ! 

Thus though my noon of life be pass'd. 
Yet let my setting sun, at last. 
Find out the still, the rural cell. 
Where sage Retirement loves to dwell I 
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There let me taste the home-felt bliss 
Of innocence, and inward peace ; 
Untainted by the gmlty bribe ; 
Uncurs'd amid the harpy tribes 
No orphan's cry to wound my ear ; 
My honour, and my conscience dear : 
Thus may I calmly meet my end. 
Thus to the grave in peace descend ! 

Blacketone, 

THE PATRIOT 

IS held in high and deserved etdnuition ; whilst the man, who it in- 
diflferent to the weUkre of his country —who feels no attachment to hit 
natal soil, it the ohject of general neglect and contempt. 

BREATHES there the man with soul so dead. 
Who never to himself hath said, 

" This is my own— my native land ?" 
Whose heart hath ne'er within him bum'd, 
As home his footsteps he hath tum'd. 

From wandering on a foreign strand ? 
If such there breathe, go mark him well. 
For him— no Minstrel-raptures swell ! 

High though his titles, proud his name — 

Bovndless his wealth as vmh can claim ; 

Pespite those titles, power, and pelf, 

•The wretch concenti-ed all in self. 

Living, shall forfeit fair renown. 

And doubly dying, shall go dowh 

To the vile dust from whence he sprung, 

*Unwept, unhonoured, and unsung ! Walter Scott. 

THE RURAL MORN 

HAS to many beanties^that the eye of taste cannot fail at being de* 
lighted with it. The delinestioft of tueh beauties constitutes the tery 
soul of jfbcvty. 
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SEE Night her dusky mantle now resigns. 
And dad in orient gold appears theJMom, 

To usher in the glorious orb that shines, 
At Heav Vs command to cherish and adorn ! 

Joyoas the lark melodiously complains, 
The day's advance — with open pinions ssdls 

Upon the bosom of the breeze, and strains 
His litde pipe to charm the western gales ! 

First in the scene the rosy-shepherd boy. 

Bread in his scrip, and peace within his breast. 

Whistles content, and drives his flocks with joy ; 
While wealth and luxury vainly seek for rest ! 

Now Dolly trips to milking o'er the green. 
With face of health, and love her only care ; 

And all aroimd is busy, yet serene. 
Refreshed, melodious, fragrant too and fair! 

Tom from such haunts, by early habit dear, , 
And 'mur'd amid the busy hum of men; 

As one who's banish'd to some savage drear. 
Hopeless I sigh for long-lost joys again ! 

Mr%, Serrea. 

A STORM AT SEA 

IS a tfcmendoiu spectacle. The affrighted mariner beholds ertrjr 
thing around him conspiring for his destraction. It is the eoofum* 
nation of human society. 

THE clouds in storms majestic ride the sky. 
And seem volcanic fumes of sulph'iy dye ; 
Now here — now there, in clashing columns driv'n. 
By the strong whirlwind of the higher heav'n ! 
This nether world's obscur'd in awful gloom. 
As billowy mountains form the vessel's tomb ; 
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Struck by the angry elemental blast, 
Threat sure destruction to the pilots ghast ! 
Each vessel o'er the deep is tempest driven, 
By swelling surges heav'd from eacth to heav'n! 
Thence down impending seas 'mid ocean hurl'd. 
As agitated by a bursting world ! 
No port in view, but wrecks and rocks appear. 
And lightnings zig-zag rend the troubled air : 
While echcnng thunders ceaseless rollings keep» 
Shaking the very caverns of the deep ! 

Mrs. Sertee. 

TO A FOUNTAIN, 

WHICH pine and transparent, winds alon; its own native Tilteyit 
far removed fVom the iKasf haunts of man ; and thus aflRxdi many 
pleasing reflections. 

SEQUESTER'D Fountain ! ever pure. 

Whose placid streamlet flows, 
In silent lapse through gtens obscure, 
Where timid flocks repose. 
Tir'd and disabled in the race, 
I quit Ambition's fruitless chace. 
To shape my course by thine; 
And pleas'd, from serious trifles turn. 
As thus around thy little urn, 
A votive wreath I twine ! 

Fair Fountain ! on thy margin green 

May tufted trees arise. 
And spreading boughs thy bosom skreen, 
From Summer's fervent skies ! ' 
Here may the Spring her flow'rets strew, 
And Morning shed her pearly dew. 



i, . 
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May Health infuse her balm ; 
And some soft virtue in thee flow, 
To mitigate the pangs of woe. 

And bid the heart be calm ! 

Oh ! may the salutary streams. 

Like those of Lethe's spring, *• 

That bathe the idlent land of dreams. 

Some drops oblivious bring : 

With that blest opiate in my bowl. 

Far shall I from my wounded soul. 

The thorns of spleen remove : 

Forget how there at first they grew. 

And once again with Man renew 

The cordial ties of Love ! 

Major Mercer, 

THE ORPHAN. 

THE foUoiKng lines were written by a poor Boy of no edaeation 
near Dlaedesfield. There Ss s«tnething very natural and plearing in 
them. We have therefore thoiiglit them, together with ibft heiievolenC 
AnivfeTf worthy of a plaee in our little Muedlany. 

rVE no parent to protect me ; 

No one calls me love or friend. 
All of some foul crime suspect me :* 

Where shall now my sorrows end ! 

"He t ^hat ought to feed and clothe me, 

Worse than all the rest is he. 
Mean and wretched, all men loathe me. 

Comfort I shall never see ! % 

Winter comes an(\ finds me naked : — 
Soon its storms shall lay me low ! 

* A person meanly habited is oftrai suspected of guilt, 
t The Orerseer of the Poor. 

N 
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I shall sleep, nor more be waked. 
Till the last loud trump shall blow ! 

I've no parent to protect me : 

No one calls me lorOe or friend. 

All of some foul crime suspect me : 

Death shall all my sorrows end ! 

/. Jackson^ 
Dec 10, 1806. 

The Answer, 

CHILD of Reason ! I'll protect thee— 
Call thee /ox;e, and be ihy friend; 

Tho' meanly clad, IT! not suspect thee : 
Soon thy griefs shall have an end ! 

O ! be cheer'd ! I'll feed and clothe thee 

Circled in my warm embrace. 
When cruel men affect to lothe thee, 

Smiles shall lighten up thy face ! 

When Winter's cruel blasts assdl thee— 
Threat'ning storms thy head invade. 

My "^st*ring care shall never fail thee 
Safe beneath my friendly shade ! 

Child of Sorrow ! I'll protect thee— 
Call thee love^ and be thy friend; 

Tho' meanly clad, I'll not suspect thee : — 
Live — thy griefs shall have an end ! 

J. J^ightingale. 

THE ROSE 

IS so beautiful a flower, that we cannot be lurprised that an iUa»> 
trious Statesman should notice its charms, and derive from tbein • 
ItssooD by which even Beauty herself may be improved. 
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THE Rose, the sweetly blooming Rose, 

Ere from the tree it's torn. 
Is like the charms which beauty shews. 

In Life's exulting mom ! 

But oh ! how soon its sweets are gone. 

How soon it withering lies. 
So when the Eve of life comes on. 

Sweet beauty fades and dies. 

Then since the fairest form that's made, 

Soon withering we shall find, 
Let us possess what ne'er will fade. 

The beauties of the Mind! 

Hon, Charles James Fox, 

THE MOURNER. 

THE foUowini^ pendve lines win acc<nd with the lympatbies of 
tbe feding heart. Hie wife nnka under the Ion of a beloved husbandj 
and i« oftentines inconaelable. 

HENCE ! cruel Life ! nor more persist. 
To warm this sad, this broken heart ! 

When Henry*8 clay-cold lips I kiss'd. 
How welcome, Death, had been thy dart. 

Speechless, they say, benumb'd I seem'd 
While his last precious breath I caught; 

No tears to sooth my sorrow streamed. 
And agony suspended thought. 

They tell me thunders rent the air; 

That vivid lightnings flash'd around .* 
But I beheld no lightning's glare. 

Nor heard tbe pealing thunder sound. 
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They tdl me that my helpless child 
I from my arms with fury toss'd ; ' 

It might be so— for I was wild— 
The Mother in the Wife was lost 

They tell me on th' unconscious corse 
At length bereft of sense, I fell— 

Ah ! blessed state ! of balm the source ! 
It clos'd my ears to Henry's knelL 

But happy state, resembling death. 
Why is your balmy stupor flown ? 

Ah ! why restore a wretch's breath? 
For I can only live to moan. 

E'en Reason sa3rs I justly weep, 
And, ah ! she says, I weep in vain. 

My midnight couch with tears I steep. 
Then rise at mom— to weep again. 

When to my heart my child I fold. 

She only deepens ev'ry dgh ! 
I think, whilst I her charms behold. 

How she'd have pleas'd her father's eye 

And while I, from her lisping tongue. 
Soft Childhood's artless accents hear, 

I think, with vain remembrance wrung, 
How she'd have charm'd her father's ear, 

I I think— but O forbear fond heart ! 
From vain regrets to duties turn — 
Ye&— I will act a parent's pait— 
111 tear myself from Henry's Urn* 

In life I still one charm can see^— 

On^e flow'r adorns that dreary wild— 

That flow'r for care depends on m^- 

O preeious charge !— 'tis Henry^s child! 

Mrs. Ofiie. 
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THE WISH OF A PARENT 

MUST ioclude every Ueasing that can conduce to a duld*s eomfort 
and felicity* And the subaeqoent stanzas may be auppoaed to be ad> 
dressed by a Aiother to her son, on his natal day. 

OF thee, dear boy, the Muse shall sing. 
With joy she strikes the tuneful string. 

To hail thy natal hour : 
And O ! may lasting be the joy, 
Nor as the Many succeeds the Boy, 

The fruit disgrace the flow'r ! 

Still warm and tender be thy heart. 
To honour true, devoid of art, 

The wisdom of the weak ; 
Still generous, feeling, and sincere, 
Give Misery the melting tear. 

And Joy the glowing cheek. 

The gliding years move swiftly on, 
And thy third lustre almost gcme. 

New cares appear in view. 
Behold the world's eventful stage ; 
Where talents in a riper age 

Must future hq)es pursue ! 

But he, who excellence attains. 
Toils up the steep, the summit gains, 

Nor shrinks from burning skies ; 
Nor loiters in the midway shade, 

N 2 
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But climbs with firm and steady tread. 
Where rocks successive rise ! 

, Till now, thou hast but wander'd wild, 
A giddy, thoughtless, playful child. 

In sport around the base ; 
*Tis time to try the moimtain's ade. 
And search with manly, honest pride, 

A more distinguished place ! 

Court then the Muse, hei; magic powV 
Can shorten many a ling'ring hour. 

Through Life's uneven way. 
while Science, by those laws divine, 
Which gmde to Truth's eternal shrine. 

Shall clear thy mental day ! 

Go on, dear Boy ! "tis Virtue leads ; 
He that determines, half succeeds. 

Nor obstacles can move. 
Such useful knowledge, honest Fame, 
Do honour to an honoured name. 

And will thy race approve ! 

think ! what joy my heart shall know. 
How bright th' expiring lamp shall glow 

When quiv'ring o'er the tomb : 
If, in the evening of my days, 

1 live to hear thy well-eam'd praise, 

And see thy honours bloom ! 

If Life's decline should be so blest. 
How satisfied shall sink to rest. 

Thy mother and thy friend ; 
For well, the Grecian sage defin'd. 
The happiest lot of human kind. 

So fortunate an end .' 

Mrs. Hunter, 
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THE EPITAPH ON MRS. MASON 

HAS been considered by competent judges one of the best <rf* the 
Idnd in the English language. It is at once elegant, pathetic, and im- 
pressive. Every line indicates the warm emotioni of the heart. 

TAKE, hdy Earth ! all that my soul holds dear ! 

Take that best gift which heav'n so lately gave ! 
To Bristol's fount I bore, with trembling care, 

Her faded form :-»she bow'd to taste the wave. 

And died ! Does youth, does Beauty read the line ^ 
, Does sympathetic Fear thdr breasts alarm ? 
Speak, dead Maria, — breathe a strain divine : 
E'en from the grave thou shalt have power to 
charm! 

Bid them be chaste, be innocent like thee ; 

Bid them in Duty's sphere as meekly move : 
And if so fair — ^from Vanity as free ;— • 

As firm in friendship, and as fond in love— - 

TeU them, tho' 'tis an aweful thing to die, 
(Twas e'en to thee !) yet the dread path once 
trod, 
Heav'n lifts its everlasting portals high. 
And bids the pure in heart behold their God ! 

Mcuon. 

THE EPITAPH ON LADY PALMERSTON 

HAS been thought by some to equal that which we have just given 
our readers, whilst others are of opinion that it exceeds iu Be this as 
it may, both are entitled to a high degree of admiratiou. 
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WHOE'ER, like me, with trembling angmsh brings 
His heart's whole treasure to fair BristoPs springs; 
Whoe'er, like me, to soothe distress and pain. 
Shall court these salutary springs in vain — 
Condemned, like me, to hear the faint reply. 
To mark the fading cheek, the sinking eye; 
From the chill brow to wipe the damps of death. 
And watch ^^ dumb despair, the short 'ning breath : 
If chance should bring him to this artless line. 
Let the sad mourner know his pangs were mine ; 
Ordaiu'd to lose the partner of his breast. 
Whose virtue warm'd me, and whose beauty blest; 
Fram*d every tie that binds the. heart to prove. 
Her duty friendship, and her friendship love : 
But yet remembering that the parting sigh 
Appoints the just to slumber — ^not to die: 
The starting tear I check'd — I kiss'd the rod ; 
And not to Earth resigned lier — ^but to God ! 

Lord Palmerston. 

THE MAN OF WORTH 

IS a character every where respected and venerated. Neither par- 
tizan nor bigot— neither sdfish nor ostentatious, he studies the wdr 
fare, and rejoices in the prosperity of his fbllow-creaturet* 

LET others skill'd iti epic song. 

Each val'rous deed rehearse ; 
Or soar *midst battle's ruthless throng, 

Chaunt high the blood-stain'd verse : 
To gentler strains from Nature's lyre. 

The votive Muse gives birth ; 
Urg'd by a chaster holier fire, 

And sings the Man of Worth ! 
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No trumpet sounds his hallow'd name- 
No pomp surrounds his gates* 

No senseless fashion hands to fame 
His chalked floors or fetes ! 

No principles debasing man. 
No luxury taints his mirth ; 

Nor mad' Ambition warps his plan, 
Fram'd by the Man of Worth ! 

No labourer waiting at his door, 

Demands in vain his hire. 
No fivery'd locusts rob the poor 

Of what their wants require. 
No courtier he of pliant knee. 

Cringing to power or birth ! ' 
Nor despot proud, nor rebel fre^, 

Pdnts out the Man of WorUi 1 

No care-worn wretch, by sorrow led, 

Claims his support in vain ; 
Nor meagre want by promise fed. 

Is banish'd with disdain. 
No friend borne down by adverse fate. 

Of Idndness finds a deartii ; 
Nor jealous pride, nor envious hate. 

Dwells with the Man of Worth ! 

No female trusting to his vows. 

Her easy faith deplores ; 
His love thro' Honour's channel flows. 

On Virtue's pinions soars. 
As lover, relative, and friend. 

Dear ties ! which Innd to earth : 
Trust me, ye fair ! they ne'er can blend 

But in tiie Man of Worth I 
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When fops «hall flatter to deceive. 

And passion urge its flame ; 
When specious love the sigh shall heave. 

And fond attention claim : * 

Ah ! heed not thou the varied lure. 

Offspring of sordid birth ! 
Nor deem thy tenderness secure. 

Save with .the Man of Worth ! 

If blest with wealth, or rank, or pow'r. 

His liberal hand bestows 
Aid in Necessity's cold hour. 

And heals her varied woes : 
Or if mysterious fate denies 

The meed of wealth or mirth, 
A richer boom the heart supplies 

To bless the man of Worth ! 

Pity*s soft tear — Compassion's sigh. 
Affection's softest charm ; 

Love-searching looks which quick descxy. 
And the mute wish disarm. 

Sweetners of life ! Soothers of care- 
Gems of celestial birth ! 

Happy the female doomed to share 
These vfith the man of Worth ! 

Then if my wayward fate bestows 

The recompensing hour. 
And grants the liberty that flows 

From bliss within our power : 
Pity to heaven shall waft my pray'r^ 

And plead that while on Earth, 
This weary heart may rest from care. 

Safe with the Man of Worth ! 
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And when life's embers faintly glow. 

When Death prepares his sting ; 
When the tir'd arteries cease to flow, 

i^or friends can succour bring : 
When on the bosom fsdnt I lie, 

Of him belov'd on Earth ; 
The flattering pray'r and ling'ring agh. 

Shall bless the Man of Worth! 



SCENES OF CHILDHOOD 

ARE ftill of pleadng suggestions ; die mind elings to them with a 
fkaoA partiality— dwells on every little circumstanee attadied to 
tbem— and bids them adieu \nth heartfelt regret. 

DEAR native brook ! like Peace, so placidly 
Smoothing thro' fertile fields thy current meek! 
Dear native brook ! where first young Poesy 
Star'd wildly-eager to her noontide dream. 
Where blameless pleasure dimples Quiet's cheek, 
As water-lilies ripple a slow stream ! 
Dear native haunts ! where Virtue still is gay : 
Where Friendship's fix'd star sheds a mellow'd ray ; 
Where love a crown of thomless roses wears: 
Where soften'd Sorrow smiles within her tears; 
And Mem'ry with a Vestal's chaste employ, 
Unceasing feeds the lambent flame of Joy ! 
No more your sky-larks melting from the sight 
Shall thrill th* attuned heart-string with delight: 
Ko more shall deck your pensive Pleasures sweet 
With wreaths of sober hue my evening seat 
Yet dear to Fancy's eye your varied scene 
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Of wood, hill, dale, and sparkling brook between ! 
Yet sweet to Fancy's ear the Garbling song. 
That soars on Morning's wing your vales among I 

Scenes of my Hope ! the asking eye ye leave 
Like yon bright hues that paint, the clouds of eve ! 
Tearful and sad'ning with the sadden'd blaze 
Mine eye the gleam pursues with wistful gaze; 
Sees shades on shades with deeper tint impend^ 
Till chill and damp the moonless night descend. 

S. T.Coleridge. 

TO THE MOON, 

WHICH diining wHh a soft and nlver radiance, imparti an tp- 
peanmce of delicacy and of repose to erery olgect in Natare> We 
cannot be insenriMe to its chazms. 

QUEEN of the silver bow! by thy palei3eam. 

Alone and pensive, I deHght to stray. 
And watch thy shadow, trembling in the stream. 

Or mark the floating clouds that cross thy way. 
And while I gaze, thy mild and placid H^t , 

Sheds a soft calm upon my troubled breast : 
And offe I think — fair planet of the night. 

That in thy orb the wretched may have rest. 
The suflFerers of the earth perhaps may go, 

Released by death — ^to thy benignant sphere ; 
And the sad children of Despair and Woe 

Forget, in thee, their cup of sorrow here. . 
Oh ! that I scion may reach thy world serene. 
Poor wearied pilgrim—in this t(uling scene ! 

Charlotte Smith. 
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TO AN INFANT. 

THE state of infancy is so endearing that, on many accounts, it at* 
tracts no small attention. Their little features beam with innocenjcc 
and sbnplidty. 

AH cease thy tears and sobs, my little life ! 
I di^ but snatch away the unclasp'd knife. 
Some safer toy will soon arrest thine eye, 
And to quick laughter change this peevish cry I 
Poor stumbler on the rocky coast of Woe, 
Tutor'd by pain each source of pain to know f 
Alike the foodful fruit and scorching fire 
Awake thy ^ager grasp and young desire : 
Alike the good, the ill offend thy sight. 
And rouse the stormy sense of shrill affright ! 
Untaught, yet wise ! *nud all the brief alarms 
Thou closely clingest to thy mother's arms, 
Nestling thy little face in that fond breast. 
Whose anxious hearings lull thee to thy rest ! 
Man's breathing miniature! thou mak'st me sigh-» 
A babe art thou — and such a Thing am I ! 
To anger rapid and as soon appeas'd. 
For trifles mourning and by trifles pleas'd, 
Break Friendship's mirror with a tetchy blow. 
Yet snatch what coals of fire on Pleasure's sjljtar 
glow ! 

O thou that rearest with celestial sum 
The future Seraph in my mortal frame, 
Thrice Holy Faith ! whatever thorns I meet 
As on I totter with unpractis'd feet- 
Still let me stiTtch niy arms and cling to thee. 
Meek nurse of souls through their long infancy ? 

Coleridgr. 

o 
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TO NIGHT, 

WHICH, with its attendants, is peculiarly solemn and imjnreui'v&r 
'llie afflicted mind, therefore, finds a q>ecies of luxury in the CQMeat» 
plation of its saUe olgects. 

1 LOVE thee, mournful, sobe^'-suited Night! 

When the famt moon, yet lingering in her wane. 
And veiVd in clouds, with pale uncertain lights 

Hangs o'er the waters of the restless main. 
In deep depression sunk, the enfeebled mind 

Will to the deaf cold elements complain. 

And tell the embosom'd grief, however vain. 
To sullen charges and the viewless wind. 
Tho' no repose on thy dark breast I find, 

I still enjoy thee — cheerless as thou art ; 

For in thy quiet gloom the exhausted heart 
Is calm, tho' wretched ; hopeless, yet redgn'd. 
While to the winds and waves its sorrows given. 
May reach — tho* lost on earth — the ear of Heaven! 

Charlotte Smth. 

MEMORY OF THE BEE. 

THE operation of Memory, in the meanest insect, is tmly earious 
and -worthy of regard. Nor is there any thing more gratifying, 
than tracing the wisdom and goodness of God, throaghout die animal 
creation. 

HARK ! the bee winds her small but mellow horn, 
Blithe to salute the sunny smile of mom. 
O'er thymy downs she bends her busy course, 
And many a stream allures her to its source. 
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•Tis noon, 'tis night. That eye so finely wroughtj 
Beyond the search of sense, the soar of thought, 
Kow vainly asks the scenes she left behind ; 
Its orb so full, its vi^on so confin'd ! 
Who guides the patient pilgrim to her cell ? 
Who bids her soul with conscious triumph swell ? 
With conscious truth retrace the mazy clue 
Of varied scents, that charm'd her as she flew? 
Hail, Memory, h£ul ! thy universal reign 
Guards the least link of Being's glorious chain. 

Rogers* 

TO THE GENIUS OF AFRICA- ^ 

THE inhabitants of thb wretched and anf<Nrtiinate qvarter of the 
globe have long been made the prey of avarice and tyranny. These 
lines, therefore, are an appropriate addreis on i^ subject ofiamentabb 
notoriety. 

O THOU, who from the mountain's height 

Roll*st down thy clouds with all their weight 
Of waters to old Nile's majestic tide ; 

Or o'er the dark sepulchral plain, 
Recallest Carthage in her ancient pride. 

The Mistress of the Main ; 
Hear Genius, hear thy Children's cry ! 

Not always should'st thou love to brood 

Stem o'er the desert solitude. 
Where seas of Sand toss their hot surges high ; 

Nor, Genius, should the midnight song 
Detain thee in some milder mood 

ITie palmy plains among, • 

Where Gambia to the torch's light 
Flows radiant thro' the awaken'd night, 
Ah linger not to hear the song ! 
Genius, avenge thy Children's wrong I 
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The Demon Commerce on your shore 

Pours all the horrors of his train. 
And hark ! where from the field of gore 

Howls the hyena o'er the sl^ ! 
Lo ! where the flaming village iires the skic^' ! 
Avenging Power awake ? — arise ! 

Arise, thy children's wrongs redress ! 
Ah heed the mother's wretchedness. 
When in the hot infectious air. 

O'er her sick babe she bows opprest— 
Ah hear her when the Christians tear 

The drooping infant from her breast ; 

Whelm'd in the waters he shall rest ! 
Hear thou the wretched mother's cries^ 
Avenging Power, awake ! arise ! 

By the rank infectious air 
That taints those dungeons of despair ; 
By those who there imprison'd die. 
Where the black herd promiscuous lie; 
By the scourges blacken'd o'er. 
And stiff and hard with human gor^» 
By every groan of deep distress ; 
By every curse of wretchedness ; 
By afl the train of Crimes that flow 
From the hopelessness of Woe; 
By every drop of blood bespilt. 
By Afric's wrongs and Europe's guilt. 
Awake ! arise ! avenge ! 

And thou hast heard ! and o'er their Uood-fed 

plains 
Swept thine avenging hurricanes ; 
And bade thy storms with whirlwind rOsir 
Dash their proud navies on thie shore ; 
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And where their armies claim'd the figh^ 
WitherM all the warrior's might ; 
And o'er the unholy host with baneful breath 
There, Genius, thou hast breath'd the gales of 
Death!* Robert Southey, 

TO THE RISING SUN, 

AK oViect ofUlkcoinmon g;randeur and betnty. Wecaimot wondff 
tken that the Muae should take fixe oa stush a sulvject. 

FROM the red wave ri»ng bright, 

Lift on high thy golden head. 

O'er the misty mountains spread 
They smiling rays of orient light ! 
See the golden God appear; 
Flies the fiend of darkness drear; 
Flies, and in her gloomy train. 
Sable Grief, and Care, and Pain I 
See the golden God advance ! 
On Taurus' heights his coursers prance : 
With him hastes the vernal hours> 
Breathing sweets, and dropping flowers. 
Laughing Summer at his »de, , 
Waves her locks in rosv pride; 
And Autumn bland wi^ aspect kind^ 
Bears his golden sheaf behind. 
O haste and spread the puiple day 
VO'er all the wide ethereal way \ 
Nature mourns at thy delay : 
God of glory, haste away ! 

* Alluding to the fktalktiet attending the BritidiannivneQt to, and 
in,theWettIiidi«i« 

02 
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From the red wave rising bright* 

Lift on high thy golden head ; 

O'er the misty mountains, spread , 
Thy smiUng rays of orient li^t ! Langhomtr 

HOME. 

AN attachment to Home is what we all fed more or less at certain 
periods of life— it is an interesting sensation and we fondly dieridi it* 

THE adventurous boy, that asks his little sliar^ 
And liies from home, with many a gosidp'sprajreri' 
Turns on the neighbouring hill, once more to see 
The dear abode of peace and privacy ; 
And as he turns, the thatch among the trees. 
The smoke's blue wreaths ascending with the 

breeze, 
The vill^e common spotted with white sheepi 
The church -yard yews, roimd which his fathers 

sleep; 
All rouse Reflection's sadly-pleaiung train. 
And oft he looks and weeps, and looks again ! 

So when the mild Tufiia dar'd explore 
Arts yet untaught, and worlds unknown before. 
And, with the sons of Science, woo'd the gale 
That rising swell'd their strange expanse of sail;, 
So, when he breath'd Ms firm yet fond adieu. 
Borne from his leafy hut, his carv'd canoe. 
And all his soul best lov*d, such tears he shed. 
While each soft scene of summer beauty fled. 
Long o'er the wave a wistful look he cast. 
Long watch'd tlie streaming agnal from the mast; 
Till twilight's dewy tints deceived his eye. 
And fairy forests fring'd the evening sky! 

So Scotia's Queen, as slowly dawn'd the day 
Rose on her couch, and gaz'd her soirf away. 
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Her eyes had bless'd the beacon's glimmering 

height, 
*rhat faintly tipt the feathery surge with light > 
But now the mom with orient hues pourtray'd 
Each castled cliffy and brown monastic shad^ ; 
All touch'd the talisman's resistless spring, 
u\nd lo^^what busy tribes were instant on the wing ! 

Rogers. 

HOPE. 

THE cheerfng inflaence of Hope, to illumine the darknen of adver- 
sity, i^ uniTeraally acknowledged— under the Christian dispensation 
il is invigorated by the prospect of inunortatity. 

DESCEND, sweet Hofie, thou soothing Pow'r ! 

From whom the wretched find. 
In ev'ry dark afflictive hour. 

Some solace to the mind* 

What, though thy brightest prospects bring 

At best a doubtful joy; 
And oftv alas ! Time's hasty wing 

The opemng buds destroy ; 

Yet, blest Companion of my life, 

And balm of ev'ry Ul ; 
Though vain, illusive are thy joys, 

Be mine th' illusion stilL 

Thy pow'r alone supports my min^. 

Through ev'ry gloomy way ; 
Still pointing to the gentle calm 

That ends the troubled day. 
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What though afflicticoi's storm be long, 

Yet with this life 'twill cease. 
Time soon will bring me to the tomb. 

Where I shall rest in peace. 

But from the grave, that soon mast close 

Around my mould'ring clay. 

My kind Conductress leads me on 

To realms of endless day I 

Fiov>erde%u, 



TO SPRING. 

' THIS pleasing season of the year invigorates Nature through her 
inmost reeesses ; and flings over evoy object an air of gaiety and 
dieerfttlneis* 

AGAIN the wood, and long-withdrawing vale, 

In many a thit of tender green are drest. 
Where the young leaves, imfolding, scarce conceal 

Beneath their early shade, the half form'd nest 
Of finch or woodlark ; and the primrose pale, < 

And lavish cowslip, wildly scatter'd round, 
Give their sweet spirits to the sighing gale. 

Ah ! season of delight !— could aught be found 
To soothe awliile the tortured bosom's pain. 

Of Sorrow's rankling shaft to cure the wound, 
And bring life's first delusions once again, 
'Twere surely met in thee ! — ^thy prospect fair. 
Thy sounds of harmony, thy balmy air. 
Have power to cure all sadness— but despair! 

Charlotte Smith. 
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GIPSIEa 

'JS our isicursions into the country, we are oftiiii interested by ob- 
iibrving a p-oup of Gipsies beneath the covert uf a hedge. It has a 
singular and impressiTe appearance* 

DOWN by yon hazel copse, at evening, Uaz*d 
The Gipsy's faggot— there we stood and gaz'd; 
Gaz'd on her sun-burnt face with silent awe. 
Her tatter'd mantle, and her hood of straw. 
Her moving lips, her caldron brimming o*er; 
The drowsy brood that on her back she bore» 
Imps, in the bam with mousing owlet bred. 
From rifi'd roost in nightly revel fed ; 
Whose dark eyes flash'd thro' locks of blackest 

shade. 
When in the breeze the distant watchdog bay'd :-« 
And heroes fled the Sybil's mutter'd call, ^ 
Whose Elfin prowess scal'd the orchard wall 
As o'er my palm the silver piece ^e drew. 
And trac'd the line of life with searching view. 
How throbb'd my fluttering pulse with hopes and 

fears. 
To learn the cdour d my future years ! 

Rogers. 

REUGION IN YOUTH. 

TIIE reeoDrniendatioB ^tlteUgUm to Tauth is highly nceetsary, aaA 
oftentimes is attended with the most beneficial effects. It regubtef 
the passions, improves the temper, and prepares fta the yidssitiideB 
either of grief or of joy to which life is constantly sulgected. 

THE rapid tide of youth will soon be o'er. 
And years shall land thee oh Life's busy ^ore. 
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There with applause yrouldst thou perform thy part, 
With Virtue's precepts now enrich thy heart. 
First at Religion*8 shrine devoutly bend ; 
And early make her guardian God thy friend; 
She'll safely guide thee through the snares of youth. 
And fix thy wav'ring steps in paths of truth. 
Not in a garb severe, with awful frown, 
Does Virtue sit on her resjilendent throne. 
Benign her form— gentle and mild her sway. 
Thrice happy those who her blest laws obey. 
Should dark afflictions cloud thy early days. 
Thy sinking mind she'll ease, support, and raise, 
Sweetai the bitter draught of human woe. 
And teach thy anguish*d heart resign'd to bow. 
Long may her sacred voice thy soul inspire, 
And gently chasten ev'ry vain desire, 
Calm ev'ry troubled thought, and sweetly show 
The placid joys that from her counsels flow. 
Kept by the hand of her unerring pow'r. 
In safety shalt thou pass each dangerous hour. 
And when thine early days their course have sped. 
And all the fleeting dreams of youth are fled, 
In age mature, thy breast will calml^ glow 
With peaceful joy, and all the hopes that flow 
From conscious rectitude, from Wisdom's ways, 
A life devoted to thy Maker's praise ! 
Then — ^when the sands of life are fairly run, 
Shall calm Reflection gild thy setting Sun, 
Chase the dark gloom of hoary age away. 
And light thy path to Heav*n's eternal day I 

Flowerden*. 
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CHATTERTON. 

THE fate of this entorpriring geniui is we^ known, and lia< teen 
not unfrequently the subject of poetic lamentation. He, in tlie year 
1770, visited the Bi-itish Metropolis full of hope and expectation ; but . 
a few months afterwards he, in a fit of despair, put an cod to his life 
by poison. 

POOR Chatterton ! he sorrows for thy fate 
Who would have prais*d and lov'd thee, ere too latp. 
Poor Chatterton ! farewell ! of darkest hues 
This chaplet cast I on thy shapeless tomb ; 
But dare no longer on the sad theme muse, 

Lest kindred woes persuade a kindred doom ! 

f 

Hence, gloomy thoughts 1 no more my soul sliall 

dwell 
On joys that were ! No more endure to weigh 
The shame and anguish of the evil day, 
Wisely forgetful ! O'er the ocean swell 
Sublime of Hope I seek the cott^g'd dell 
Where Virtue calm with careless^ step may stray; 
And, dancing to the moonlight roundelay, 
The wizard fiaasiona weave an holy spell ! 

O Chatterton ! that thou wert yet alive ! 
Sure thou would'st spread the canvas to the gale ; 
' And love, with us, the tinkling team to drive 
O'er peaceful Freedom's undivided dale ; 
And we, at sober eve, would round thee throng,. 
Hanging, enraptur'd on thy stately song ! 
And greet with smiles the ycung-cyed Poes>' 
All deftly mask'd, as hoar Antiquity. 
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Alas vain Phanta^es ! the fleeting brood 
Of Woe self-sdac'd in her dreamy mood! 
Yet will I love to follow the sweet dream. 
Where Susquehanah pours his untaim*d stream ; 
And on some hill, whose forest-frowning idde 
Waves o'er the murmurs of his calmer tide, 
Will raise a solemn Cenotaph to thee. 
Sweet Harper of time-shrouded Minstrelsy ! 
And there, sooth*d sadly by the dirgeful wind, 
Muse on the sorc ills I had left behind ! 

Coleiidgr, 

TO SLEEP, 

<* KIND Nature's sweet restorer" we are under powerful obliga* 
tjont. It recruits and soothes tlie energies of the mind and body : th« 
distressed therefore must invoke its aid with oneommon ferven^. 

COME, balmy Sleep ! tired Nature's soft resort ! 

On these sad temples all thy poppies shed; 
And bid gay dreams, from Morpheus* airy court. 

Float in light viaon round my aching head ; 
Secure of all thy blessings, partial Power ! 

On his hard bed the peasant throws him dpwn ; 
And the poor sea-boy in the rudest hour. 

Enjoys thee more than he who wears a crown. 
Clasp'd in her faithful shepherd's guardian arms, 

Weil may the village-girl, sweet slumbers prove ; 
And they, O gentle Sleep ! still taste thy charms. 

Who wake to labour, liberty, and love. 
But still thy opiate aid dost thou deny 
To calm the anxious breast, to close the stream- 
ing eye, 

Charlotte Smitf^ 
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FIRST OF JANUARY. 

']'H£ commencement of the year is a season of seneral reflection 
to those, wltay are intent on husbanding and improving their tinker 

COME melancholy Moralizer — come ! 
Gather with me the dark and wintry wreath ; 

With me engarland now 

The Sepulchre of Time ! 

Come Moralizer to the funeral song ! 
I pour the dirge of the Departed Days ; 

For well the funeral song 

Befits this solemn hour. 

But hark ! even now the merry bells ring round 
With clamorous joy to welcome in this day. 

This consecrated day, 

To mirth and Indolence. 

Mortal ! whilst Fortune, with benignant han49 
Fills to the brim thy cup of happiness. 

Whilst her unclouded sun 

Illumes thy summer day, 

Canst thou rejoice— rejoice that Time flics fast i 
That Night shall shadow soon thy summer sun f 

That swift the stream of Years 

Rolls to Eternity ? 

If thou hast wealth to gratify each wish. 

If pow'r be thine, remember what thou art*^ 

Remember thou art Man, 

And Death thine, heritage ! 

P 
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Hast thou known Love ! does beauty's better sun 
Cheer thy fond heart with no capricious smUe, 

Her eye all eloquence. 

Her voice all harmony ? 

Oh state of happiness ! hark how the gale 
Moans deep aCnd hollow o'er the leafless grove ! 
Winter is dark and cold — 
Where now the charms of Spring ! 

Sayst thou that Fancy p^nts the future scene 
In hues too sombrous ? that the dark-std'd Msdd, 

With stem and frowning front, 

Appals the shuddering soul ? 

And wouldst thou bid me court her fsiry form 
When, as she sports her in some happier mood, 

Her many-colour 'd robes 

Dance varying to the sun ? 

Ah vainly does the Pilgrim, whose long road 
Leads o'er the barren mountaip's storm-vex'd height. 

With anxious gaze survey 

The fruitful far-oflF vale. 

Oh ! there are those who love the pensive song. 
To whom all sounds of Mirth are dissonant ! 

There are, who, at this hour. 

Will love to contemplate ! , 

For hopeless sorrow hail the lapse of Time, 
Rejoicing when the fading orb of day 

Is sunk again in night. 

That one day more is gone ! 
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And he who bears affliction's heavy load 
With patient piety, well pleasM he knows 

The World a pilgrimage. 

The Grave the inn of rest ! Southey* 



TOWN AND COUNTRY. 

THE contrast between Town and Country it fdt }sf persons of 
«yery detcription. Indeed there is a striking and marked difference 
obTiotts to all. 

FAREWELL, farewell, thou noisy town, 

Thou scene of restless glare. 
Thine hours no real pleasures crown. 

No peace-^no love is there. 
How dull thy splendid evenings close ! 

How sad thy joys to me ! 
Thy hollow smiles, thy rival shows. 

And all thy misery I 

But welcome to my longing eyes 

Dear objects, ever new. 
My rural cot, yon varying skies. 

Streams, woods, and mountains blue ! 
With these my humble spirit finds 

Health, liberty, and rest : 
The silent joys of simple minds, 

And leisure to be blest ! Smyt/u 

EDUCATION. 

THE power of Education to guide and improve tha operadoM of 
Ifenius^ must be acknowledged. Its aberrations are thus efTectuallf 
cheeked, and its fair and loTely fhuu are seen to the greatest adtn 
tage* 
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THOUGH in the drtary depth of Gothic ^om»^ 
GeniAs yhH burst the fetters of her tomb; 
Yet Education should direct her way. 
And nerve, with firmer grasp, her powerful sway. 
To shun instruction from the andent p^e» 
Despise the records of the cla»dc age. 
Would be the folly of a truant-mind 
To counsel deaf, to its true interest blind. 
He that neglects the culture of the soil. 
Whose richness would reward his utmost tdl. 
Deserves more censure than the ringed swaii\y 
Who wastes no labour on the barren plain. 
•—The mind on knowledge and on science bent. 
Would scx)ner learn from others, than invent. 
But few can hope unaided to explore 
Where human footstep never was before. 
Science still wears the blooming face of youth. 
And darkness yet conceals some useful truth. 
We should not spurn our Father's toil and aid. 
But build where sages their foxmdation laid. 
Round the old oak the springing ivy twines. 
Nor shuns support the wild luxuriant vines. 
Wisdom a venerable form appears 
Moving along beneath a load of years. 
The comet's glare enlightens all the world. 
Which flies through Heav'n, in wild confusion huri^ : 
But 'tis the Sun that holds his stedi&st sphere ;. 
And crowns the seasons of the rolling year. 
The marble buried, in its native mines, 
Ckmceals the beauty of its clouds and lines. 
The sculptor's polish can each feature g^v^y 
And even make the rugged marble live ! ' 
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Thns Genius, ki the night of darkness born, 
May wind, unnotic'd, her resoiinding feom. 
Unless fur Science to her wond*ring soul. 
The page of Knowledge and of Art unroll'd J 

jLmn. 



CHELSEA AND GREENWICH HOSPITALS. 

ARE at once the glory and ornament of our country. The patri* 
oiic and feeling mind contemplates these stractqres wi^ peculiar in* 
terest. 



NOR yet to plea^ng objects are confin'd 
The silent feasts of the reflecting mind. 
Danger and death a dread delight inspire ; 
And the bald veteran glows with wonted fire, 
\Vhen, richly bronz'd by many a summer-sun. 
He counts his scars, and tells what deeds were done. 
Go, with old Thames, view Chelsea's glorious pile ; 
And ask the shatter'd hero, whence his smile ? 
Go, with the splendid domes of Greenwich ; — go. 
And own what raptures from Reflection flow. 
Hail, noblest stractures imag'd in the wave ! 
A nadon*s grateful tribute to the brave ! 
Hail, blest retreats from war and shipwreck, hail ! 
That oft arrest the wondering strai^r's saiL 
Long have ye heard the narratives of age, ^ 
The battle's havock, and the tempest's rage : 
Long have ye known Reflection's genial ray 
Gild the calm close of Valour's various day ! 

J2 
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THE FIRST OF DECEMBER 

PRESENTS iu with winter widiuekeeKiesssciendMiti;iioreuiv«, 
a t audi a leaacm, refr«in firam meditatioB <m the dMe of aiMMker yecir. 

THOUGH now no more the musing ear 
Delights to listen to the breeze. 
That lingers o'er the green wood shade> 
I love thee, Winter! well. 

Sweet are the harmonies of Spring, 
Sweet is the Summer's evening gale ; 
Pleasant the Autumnal winds shall shake 
The many-colour'd grove. 

And pleasant to the sober*d soul 
The sUence of the wintry scene. 
When Nature shrouds her in her trance 
In deep tranquillity. 

Not undelightfiil now to roam 
The wild heath sparkling on the aght: 
Ndt undelightful now to pace 
The forest's ample rounds; 

And see the spangled branches shin^ 
And mark tlie moss by many a hue 
That varies the old tree's brown bark. 
Or o'er the grey stone spreads. 

The cluster'd berries claim tlie eye 
O'er the bright holly's gay green leaves. 
The ivy round the leafless oak 
Clasps its full foliage close. 

So Virtue difRdent of strength 
Clings to Religion's firmer aid, 
And by 'Religion's aid upheld 
Endures calamity. 
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Nor void of beauties no^ the spring. 
Whose waters hid from summer sun. 
Have soothed the thirsty pilgrim's ear 
With more than melody. 

The green moss shines with icy glare. 
The long grass bends in spear-like form. 
And lovely is the alvery scene 
When faint the sun-beams smile. 

Reflection too may love the hour. 
When Nature, hid in Winter's grave. 
No more expands the bursting bud. 
Or bids the flowret bloom. 

For Nature soon in Spring's best charms. 
Shall rise reviv'd frem Winter's grave ; 
Again expand the bursting bud. 
And bid the flowret bloom ! 

Robert Southey, 



HONOUR^ TO THE DEAD. 

THE propensity, which we find in human nature to honour the 
dead, is natural, and ooght not to be siippressed. If it be deemed a 
-weakness.it is a venial weakness of which we do not even wish to be d^ 
vested. Every churdi-yardteftifiei Its preTBlence,du»uc^ the wretd»> 
ediiess of the inscriptions oftentinei efEkces every serioni inpretnoB. 



STILL with our fate would helpless sorrow strive, 
Denied the object loved from death to save, 

W^e bid the sigh to distant times remove, 
By fond memorials o'er the hououred grave. 
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The turf we fashion and the briar entwine; 

Frail, like ourselves, the record vain decays. 
We raise the stone, soon destined to resign 

The moss-grown traces of our fleeting praise. 

And e'en though art and wealth their succour lend* 
The chan^g world new scenes of thought sup- 
plies ; 

The maitile forms in grief unheeded bend. 
And the cold grandeur in oblivion lies. 

Yet still, thou mourner o'er the death bed stand. 
Still honour as thou can'st the breathless clay ; 

Still bring thy flowers and strew with pious bsoid. 
And weep behind the bier in slow array ; 

And Kuse the stone, inscribe the record kind. 
And all thy heart's vain tenderness reveal. 

And guard the dust in awful hope resign'd. 
And bow to heaven, that form'd thee thus to feeL 

•Tis thine own image that departing sighs, 

'Tis thine own fate that glooms, upon the bier, 

'Tis thine own nature that for pity cries, 

And Wds thee in the grave thyself revere ! 

Smyth. 

TASTE. 

TASTE is that power of the mind which ii poooesanl in « lest or 
greater degree by every individual; but which is at the lame time 
hlgbly improveable by cultivatioD. 

TASTE is the willing umpire of the soul, 
And arm'd with sanctions acts without controul ; 
It takes from Genius a reflected ray, 
As Cynthia brightens from the source of day. 
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The seeds of taste in numerous breasts are sown : 
But few can mighty Genius call their own. 
Bom in his wilds, the rude and humble sw£dn» 
Whose wishes centre in his spiall domain. 
Who night and morning breasts the chilling air. 
And tends his flock the object of his care ; 
Views Nature's landscape with admiring eye. 
And looks with wonder on the evening sky. 
He loves the grandeur of the gliding flood. 
The pensive silence of the deep-dark wood. 
He loves to hear, while stretch'd on lowly bed, 
The storm beat loudly on his little shed; 
Delighted views the golden sim of mom 
And hears the hunter with his early horn ; 
The voice of music meets his willing ear. 
The tale of sorrow ever claims his tear. 
These warm impressions speak uncultur'd Tasteij 
Which lives with rustics in the dreary waste ; 
Which spreads o'er Nature an enraptunng smile. 
And sooths for man the rugged brow of Toil \ Linn, 

ETERNAL PROVIDENCE. 

THIS soblame topic of contemplation it the source of our highest 
comfort, and of our nobler enjoyment. The kindnen and condesces* 
sion of the Supreme Being constitute the strongest indtonents to hu- 
mility and gratitude. 

LIGHT of the world. Immortal Mind; 
Father of all the human kind ! 
Whose boundless eye that knows no rest» 
Intent on Nature's ample breast. 
Explores the space of earth and skies. 
And sees eternal incense rise ! 
To thee my humble voice I raise; 
Forgive, while I presume to praise. 
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■ 

Though thou thig^^tranaent being gave 
That shortly sinks into the grave ; 
Yet 'twas thy goodness, still to g^ve 
A being that can think and live ; 
In all thy works thy wisdom see, 
And stretch its tow'ring mind to thee. 
To thee my humble voice I raise ; 
Forgive, while I presume to praise. 

And still this poor contracted span. 
This life, that bears the name of Man ; 
From thee derives its vital ray. 
Eternal source of life and day ! 
Thy bounty still the suns^iine pours. 
That ^ds its mom and ev'ning hours. 
To thee my humble voice I raise ! 
Forgive, while I presume to praise. 

Through Error's maze, through Folly's night* 
The lamp of Reason lends me light 
Where stem Affliction waves her nod. 
My heart confides in thee, my God ! 
When Nature shrinks, oppressed with woe^ 
E'en then she finds in thee repose. 
To thee my humble voice I raise ! 
Forgive, while I presume to praise. 

Affliction flies, and Hope returns ; 
Her lamp with brighter splendour bums. 
Gay Love with all his smiling train, 
And Peace and Joy are here again. 
These, these, I know, 'twas thine to give. 
I tmsted ; and, behold, I live! 
To thee my humble voice I raise ; 
Forgive, while I presume to pruse^ 
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O may I still^thy favour prove 

Still grant me gratitude and love. 

Let truth and virtue guide my heart; 

Nor peace, nor hope, nor joy depart : 

But yet, whatever my life may be, 

My heart shall still repose on thee! 

To thee my humble voice I raise ! 

Forgive, while I presume to praise. 

Langhome, 

THE EVENING RAINBOW 

IS a beftutiful picturesque object ; and a poetic nund will be surft 
of converting it to some useful purposes ; for the Muse has for its ob- 
ject entertainment and instruction. 

MILD arch of promise ! on the evening sky 

Thou shineJst fair with many a lovely ray. 
Each in the other melting. Much mine eye 

Delights to linger on thee ; for the day. 
Changeful and many weather'd, seem'd to smile 
Clashing brief splendour through its clouds awhile, 

That deepened dark anon and fell in rain : 
But pleasant it is now to pause, and view 
Thy various tints of frail and watery hue, 

And think the storm shall not return again. 
Such is the smile that Piety bestows 

On the good man's pale cheek, when he in peace 

Departing gently from a world of woes. 

Anticipates the realm where sorrows cease ! 

Southey. 

SUBLIMITY OF SHAKSPEARE. 

• THE subfimity of Shakspeare is become proverbial!; and no reader 
of discernment can refute to acknowhBdge it. Voltaire couM not have 
understood the langwife of •v;:gKat baxd, otherwise he miut have 
greatly admired him* 
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HARK ! fronl the heath I hear some footstep dread. 
Which beats the earth with hollow sounding tread. 
Hark ! from the tomb a voice of terror breaks. 
The air breathes cdd, the ground beneath me shakes: 
A ghost appears, the moon withdraws her beams. 
And all the thickets soimd with frightful screams : 
The critic's voice is now, as hush'd as death. 
His eyes are fix'd, we scarcely hear his breath. 
Great Shakspeare now commands the midnight hour. 
And o'er the soul extends his dreadful power! 
When in the tempest rais*d \fy Prospero's hand 
He waves o'er Nature his commanding wand ; 
When on the field of Bosworth, Richard lay, 
And horrors shudder'd at approaching day, 
The ghosts of York hung o'er his trembling bed 
And breath'd their vengeance on their murderer*$ 

head; 
When Ariel angs and moves amid the air ; 
When Banquo rises to the vacant chair ; 
When Hamlet's ghost, the beU then beating one. 
Stalks pale and sullen by the warlike son, 
Then gloom and terror throw their mantle round, 
And every power lies still in awe profound ! 



INSCRIPTION FOR A MONUMENT IN THE 

NEW FOREST, 



THE teene of William the Conqaecor^s ravages and (^pvesnon. 
The veeoUeetion of auch depredations, even at the distance of Bttny . 
a^s, rouses the mind to senoas rt^ectton. 
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THIS is the place where William's kingjy power 
Did from their poor and peaceful homes cixpel. 
Unfriendly, desolate, and shelterless, , 
The habitants of all the fertile track 
Far as these wilds extend ! He levell'd down 
Their little cottages, he bade their fields 
Lie barren, so that o'er the forest waste 
He might most royally pursue his sports ! 
If that thine heart be human. Passenger! 
Sure it will swell within thee, and thy lips 
Will mutter curses on him. Think thou then 
What cities flame, what hosts unsepulchred 
Pollute the passing wind, when raging Power 
Drives on his blood-hounds jto the ^ace of Man ; 
And as thy thoughts anticipate that day. 
When God shall judge aright, in charity 
Pray for the wicked rulers of mankind ! 

Sout/f€y. 

POVERTY. 

THE chilling inflQence of Poverty, in suppressing the energies of 
genius has become abnost proverbial— it is much to be lamented: but 

of late years there are many pleasing instances of talents being resetted 
from amid the e^oom of obscurity. 

OFT as I trod my native wilds alone. 
Strong gusts of thought would rise, but rise to di^ 
The portals of the swelling soul, ne'er op'd 
By liberal converse, rude ideas strove 
A while for vent but found it not, and died. 
Thus rust the Mine's best Powers. Yon starry oths. 
Majestic ocean, flowery vales, gay groves. 
Eye-wasting lawns, and Heaven-attemptbg hills, 

Q 
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Which bound th* horizon, and which curb the view; 
All those, with beauteous imagery awak'd 
My ravish*d soul to extacy untaught. 
To all the transport tlie rapt sense can bear; 
But all expired, for want of powers to q)eak ; 
All perish'd in the mind as soon as bom, 
Eras'd more quick than cyphers on the shore, 
O'er which the cruel waves, unheeded, roU ! 

Such timid rapture as young * Edwin seiz'd 
When his lone footsteps on the Sage obtrude. 
Whose noble precept charm'd his wond'ring ear. 
Such rapture fill'd f Lactilla's vacant soul. 
When the bright Moralist, in softness drest. 
Opes all the glories of the mental world, 
Ddgns to direct the infant thought, to prune 
The budding sentiment, uprear the stalk 
Of feeble fancy, bid ideas live. 
Woo the abstracted spirit from its cares, 
And gently guide her to the scenes of peace. 
Mine was that balm, and mine the grateful heart. 
Which breathes its thanks in rough, but timid 
strains ! Teartley, 

BAMBOROUGH CASTLE. 

BAMBOROUOH CASTLE, NorthumberUnd, having been de- 
Tiled of late yean to the retid* of ahipwreaked marinen, eooM not 
fail of caning op sodke pleating iensations,whenbefaehi by the poeti- 
cal travdler. 

YE holy towers that shade the wave-worn steep. 
Long may ye rear your aged brows sublime. 
Though, hurrying alent by, relentless Time 

Assail you, and the winter whirlwinds sweep ! 

* See the Miniftrel. 

t The Aiithor, nho irai a Miikmfmen at £ritto^. 



^ARVTASSIAN GARLAKB. 195 

For far from blazing Grandeurs crouded halls, 
Here Charity hath fix'd her chosen seat, 
Oft listening tearful when the wild winds beat 

With hollow bodings round your ancient walls! 

And Pity, at the dark and stormy hour 
Of midnight, when the mocm is hid on high, , 

Keeps her lone watch upon the topmost tow'r. 
And turns her ear to eac% expiring cry ! 

Blest if her aid some fainting wretch might save. 

And snatch him cold and speechless from the wave ! 

Bowle8> 

DOVER CLIFF& 

DOVER CLIFFS have been deliiieftted by the masterly pencil «f 
Shalopeare; and indeed they bave, at all times, Minething fUipaiiiQ^ 
ly grand and irapretnTe in their appeanmoe. 

ON these white cliffs, that calm above the flood* 
Uplift their shadowing heads, and, at their feet. 
Scarce hear the surge that has for ages beat, 

Sore many a lonely wand'rer has stood ! 

And, whilst the lifted murmur met his ear. 
And o'er the distant billows the still Eve 
Sail'd slow, has thought of all his heart must leave 

To-morrow ! of the friends he lov'd most dear ! 

Of social scenes, from which he wept to par( : 
But if, like me, he knew how fruitless all 
The thoughts that would full fain the past recal. 

Soon would he quell the risings of his heart. 

And brave the wild vrinds and unhearing tide. 

The World his country, and his God his gmde ? 

Bowles* 
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LIBRARY. ' 

AM extmnve and wdl-ehosen libmry it ft niott detinble ae^lna* 
lion, ftnd tbe tonree of inexhaustiU'e cntataimneitt. Hcnee the pok 
•essor of sndi ft treasure may say . • • • 

4 My volumes, rang'd in cither hand. 

Charm and unchain my fascinating heart. 
Unchanging friends, %ho at my bidding comey 
And, at a nod, without a frown retire ; 
Silent, yet ever eloquent and free. 
The fond companions of my happier hours f 
By these, with climes remote or near, I hold 
Communion intimate, with eveiy name 
And varied character of man, converse. 
Here distant ages, distant nations rise. 
Drawn in the historic page, before my sig^t* 
How oft, as wandering 'mid these treasured reahns, 
I think— Ah ! 'tis a melancholy thought. 
The checquer'd fates of those that charm me 8(S 
The greater part hence long, long swept away. 
And number'd now, alas ! with common dead ! 
Where, where, I vainly ask, the mind sublime. 
The volume gave, that now is press'd by me? 
Oh ' shew me where he dwelt, and where he died* 
That I might go a willing pilgrim there. 
For I have wander'd oft, and wander'd far. 
To bend beneath the shrine where gmius lies ! 

William jFox, 

THE CLOSE OF SPRING 

RAISlSS in the homanlireast melancholy emodom. Thegvkeral 
deeay becomes more and more visiUc^ till winter ** rdgai trenciid* 
ooi o*cr the com|uei'ed ytar i'*"- 
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THE garlands fade, that ^ling so lately wove, 

Each simple flower which she had nursed in dew, 
Anemonies, that spangled every grove, 

The primrose wan, and hare-hell mildly blue. 
No more shall violets linger in the dell. 

Or purple orchis variegate the plain. 
Till Spring again shall call forth every bdl. 

And dress with humid hands her wreaths again,— ^ 
Ah ! poor Humanity \ so frail, so fair. 

Are the fond visions of thy early day^ 
Till tyrant Pasdon, and corrosive Care, 

Bid all thy airy colours fade awayl 
Another May new buds and flowers shall bring; 
Ah ! why has hi^juness — no second Spring ? 

Charlotte Smith, 



GUNPOWDER. 



WHILST WW it detciiied to fpretd its raTages dirongbont <h« 
tturth, w^ rnoit rcgoice in any eireumstanee* that iuijariie to render 
it lew thuclring to bamanity. Sodi ii the invaition ofg unp awdaw 

GUNPOWDER! let the soldier's pean rise. 
Where'er thy name or thundering voice is heard. 
Let him who, fated to the needful trade. 
Deals out the adventitious shafts of Death, 
Rejoice in thee ; and hail with loudest shouts 
The auspicious era, when deep searching Art 
From out the hidden things in Nature's store 
Cuird by tremendous powers, and tutor'd Man 
To chain the unruly element of Fire 
At his controul, to wait his potent touch : 
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To urge his missile bolts of sudden Death, 
And thunder terribly his vengeful wrath* 
Thy mighty engines and ^tgantic towers 
With frowning aspect awe the tremUing World« 
Destruction, bursting from thy sudden Uaze, 
Hath taught the Birds to tremble at the sound; 
And Man himself, thy terror's boasted lord, 
Within the blacken*d hollow of thy tube. 
Affrighted sees the darksome shades of Death! 
Not only mourning groves, but human tears. 
The weeping Widow's tears, the Orphan's Cries* 
Sadly deplore that e'er thy powers were known* 
Yet let thy Advent be the Soldier's song. 
No longer doom'd to grapple with the Foe 
With Teeth and Nails — ^\Vhen close in view, and in 
Each other's gra^, to grin, and hack, and stab ; 
iThen tug his horrid weapon from one breast 
To hide it in another: — ^with clear hands 
He now expertly poising tiiy bright tube. 
At distance kills, unknovring and unknown; 
Sees not the wound he gives, nor hears the shriek 
Of lum whose breast he pierces — Gunfiowder! 
(O ! let Humanity rejdce) how much 
"Fhe Soldier's fearfid work is humaniz'd^ - 
Since thy momentous birth-^stupendous powef !' 

JV. Bloon\field4 

FRIENDSHIP. 

THE tweets of Friendship are the frequent tbemeefpoedeMlir' 
bration. Indeed its charms are irresistifale. lliey soodi die mttM, initi* 
gate the sorrows, and multiply the pleasures of our livMb 

FRIENDSHIP ! thou noblest ardour of the soul ♦ 
Immortal essence ! languor's b^st support ! 
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Chief dignifying proof of glorious man ! 
Firm cement of the world ! endearing tie, 
Which Innds the willing soul, and brings along 
Her chastest^ strongest^ and sublimest powers ! 

All else the dregs of spirit ! Love's soft flame. 

Bewildering, leads th' infatuated soul-— 

Levels, depresses, wrapt in endless mists. 

Contracts, dissolves, enervates and enslaves. 

Relaxes, sinks, distracts, while Fancy fills 

Th' inflaming draught, and aids the calenture* 

Intoxicating charm ! yet well refin'd 

By Virtue's brightening flame, pure it ascends^ 

As incense in its gratejfid circles mounts. 

Till, mixt and lost, with Thee it boasts thy name ! 

Year^ley* 

PLEASURES OF GENIUS. 

AS the peniial of poetry impartf to mueh pleasure, the caaporitieB 
of it muft afford the man ofgenias a fiu* happier gratifieatSoii* VLt be* 
hold* every thing around him Mrith no ontinary eye; and tnuMAMp 
his own divine spirit into lus writings. 

HOW, holy Milton felt, ah ! who can tdl. 

When he of Paradise so largely sang. 

In strains that Paradise might love to hear? 

Or how great Shakspeare, when, from Nature's 

hand. 
The keys of her exhaustless stores he took ? 
Or frantic Collins, or diviner Gray, 
When, with quick trembling hand, they sdz'd the 

lyre? 
Not common men were these, nor common track 
Did they pursue unto their journey's, end. 
The low horizon that qpnUoes the croud, 



y 
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With noble daring, oft they steppM beyond. 
And trod sublimer ground. With angel-light 
Almost endow'd, they, on the future glanc'd. 
The present, and the past; and, eag]e-ey*d. 
From nature cull'd with mag^c potency 
Each varied form — ^the flower, the shrub, the heiiv 
From forest wild, or the cod water*d vale. 
The tempest and the calm, the western glow. 
Mom's blushing tints, and evening's milder gray* 
To grace the scenery they lov'd to paint ! 

JVUliam Fox. 



WARS OF ENGLAND. 

THE ptevaleney of war in this Uand ifl ftwfVdly ftteertaiiwd by its 
Tectiget, every where scattered around ns ; whilst the annals of ovr 
aonntry confirm what our 'eyes are called to bdioUL 

IN Btitsdn, where the hills and fertile plains, 
lake her historic page, are overspread 
With vestiges of War, the Shepherd Boy 
Climbs the, green hUlock to survey his flock ; 
Then sweetiy sleeps upon his favourite hill. 
Not conscious that his bed's a Warrior's tomb. 
The ancient Mansions, deeply moated round. 
Where, in the iron age of chivalry. 
Redoubted Barons wag'd their little wars ; 
"^rhe strong entrenchments and enormous mounds* 
Rais'd to oppose the fierce^ perfidious Danes; 
And still more ancient traces that remain 
Of dykes and camps, from the far distant date 
When minstrel Druids wak'd the soul of war. 
And rous'd to arms old Allnon's hardy sons. 
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To Stem the tide of Roman tyranny: — 
War's footsteps, thus hnprinted on the ground, 
Shew that in Britain he, from age to age^ 
Has rear*d his horrid head, and raging reign'd ! 

Bhomfteld* 



THE CHARMS OF POESY 

ARE numeroav and may wdl IwguUe tbe toos and daaghte w alt 
Affliction : yet, great as they are, there matt be other eomforta to dieei' 
the hoorof ^treM and to brighten the declining pdriod of human ex« 
istenea. 



SHOULD the lone Wanderer, fainting on his jrvf^ 

Rest for a moment of the sultry hours. 
And though his path through thorns and roughness 
lay. 

Pluck the wild rose, or woodbine's gadding flowers* 
Weaving gay wreaths beneath some sheltering tre^» 

The sense of sorrow he awhile may lose ; 
So have I sought thy flowers, fair Poesy ! 

So charm'd my way with Friendship and the Moae» 
But darker now grows life's unhappy day : 

Dark with new clouds of evil 3ret to come. 
Her pencil sickening Fancy throws away : 

And weary Hope reclines upon the tomb j 
And points my wishes to the tranquil shore. 
Where the pale spectre Care pursues no more! 

Charlotte SmUh. 
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HOWARD DYING AT CHERSON. 



THAT Howftrd should have breathed his last at CherMni,in Tiukefy 
vfts b^ some deeply regretted. They would have had Jiin dose Us 
eyes amidst his relatives and friends in the boson of bis mmoomOtj*^ 
but 

HOWARD ! it matters not, that far away 
From Albion's peaceful shore thy bones decay. 
Him it might please, by whose sustaining hand 
Thy steps were led through many a distaht land» 
Thy long and last abode should there be found. 
Where many a savage nation prowls around ; 
That Virtue from tl^e haltow*d spot mig^t rise. 
And, pointing to the fini&h'd sacrifice. 
Teach to the roving Tartar's savage clan 
Xiessons of love, and higher aims of man. 
The hoary chieftain, who thy tale shall hear. 
Pale on thy grave shall drop his falt'ring spear ; 
The cold, unpitying Cossack thirst no more 
To bathe his burning falchion deep in gore. 
Relentless to the cry of carnage speed. 
Or urge o'er gajqping heaps Ids panting steed ! 

Bovflea* 



PARtTASSIAN GARLAND. S03 



SUN STAND THOU STILL ! 



WBRE words uttered by Joshua under liie Jewish Di^pensstfen, 
mod accompanied by a nuraele which excited admiration and asto* 
nishment. A Christian Poet has thus hapirily rendered it subservient 
to the purposes of maul and religious improvement. 



*« STAND stUl— refulgent Ort) of day I" 

A Jewish Hero crie s 
So shall, at last, an Angel say, 

And tear it from the skies ! 

A flame, intenser than the Son, 

Shall melt his golden urn, 
Time's empty glass no more shall run, 

Nor human years return ! 

Then with immortal splendour bright. 

That glorious orb shall rise, 
Which through Eternity shall light, . 

The new created skies ! 

I'hou Sun of NatuTt roll along 

And bear our years away— 
The sooner shall we join the song 

Of everlasting Day! 

Butchery^ 



* Author of tw ezcelleDt Vvlume$ tf Stmun$ tot the Utt tf F«> 
mHie», and ejf otter Taluablt pubUcations. 
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CHARMS OF NATURE. 

TO the ancients as well as the noderns Nature held out chama 
which were not to be resisted. The wise and {ood found her scenes 
IkvonraUe to medkstioa and iMprovement. 

IT was in solitude and sjrlvan shades 
The ancient sages taught and tenanted. 
It was in Academus' green retreats 
That Socrates his sapient precepts gave, 
That Plato's eloquence enchain'd the throng. 
And by Uyssus' far-fam'd laureat stream. 
In murmurs soft a-down the thymy vale, 
Echo'd the magic of the Muse's strain. 
Twas in the hallow'd groves of Attica, ' 
Wisdom and Taste, to their admiring sona, 
Unclos'd the wonders of thdr wide domun! 

For woody wilds did Abelard forsake 
The crowded hall, and ever pressing throng. 
To his lov'd Vaucluse, Petrarch oft withdrew. 
Where Nature sported in her wildest forms. 
In the cool-water'd vale, where footsteps nonp 
Intruded, save the trusty fisherman, 
That daily cater'd for his temperate board. 
The love-sick hermit tun'd his tender reed* 
And to the murmurs of the water-fall, 
ITiat constant tumbling from th' o'er-arching cave, 
Increas'd the sadness of the solemn scene. 
Oft call'd on Laura from his sylvan cell. 
And many a lay, grac'd with her honour'd name ; 
And that lovM name the bark of many a tree 
Witnessed, by Petrarch's faithful pencil grav'd! 

JViilkim j^T, 
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REFLECTIONS BY A FATHER. 

PARENTAL aff^cdoD exults in its ofTspring, and fondly inagines 
m thousand blessing»— wheB,in the end,it nay be c on de m ned tobitttir 
dinppointment. 

THO* sweet the breath of vernal hours, 

When garlands hang on ev'ry thorn ; 
When ev'ry path is strew'd with flow'rs 

And c^mng rose-buds greet the mom. 
Who knows what blasts may yet arise. 

However sweet— however gay. 

The blossom may our hopes betray, 
It is fh' autumnal fruit we prize ! 

Alas ! the same precarious fate 
Attends on childhood's pleasing show. 

The parent views with hopes date 
His favourites round the table grow: 

Who lost to worth in riper years. 
To duty lost — may yet conspire. 
To wring thy heart, unhappy sire, 

And drench thy furrow'd cheek in tears ! 

While the poor child of homelier nuen. 

Who in the comer ats forlorn. 
Sobs hourly at parental spleen. 

And eats the bitter bread of scorn : 
Untainted by the pampered crew. 

And faithful to afiection's call ; 

Perhaps in his fraternal hall 
Shall tnm the lamp of joy anew ! 

Majw Mercer. 

R 
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WINTER. 

A DESCRIPTION of Winta*, contrasted by the approtch of 
Spring, ha* a pleasing efi«ct on the contemplative mind. Nothing ean 
be HMne grateful, indeed, than to maak the progresfive «oiine oT die 
aeasons of the year. 

IN this lone hour, when angry storms deseend. 

And the chill'd soul deplores her distant friend ; 

When all her sprightly fires inactive lie, 

And gloomy objects fill the mental eye. 

When hoary Winter strides the northern blast» 

And Flora's beauties at his feet are cast ; 

Earth by the grisly tyrant desert made. 

The feather'd warblers quit the leafless shade ; 

Quit those dear scenes where life and love began, 

And cheerless, seek the savage haunt of man. 

How mourns each tenant of the silent grove ! 

No soft sensation tunes the heart to love ; 

No fluttering pulse awakes to Rapture's call ; 

No strain responave aids the water's fall. 

The Swain neglects his Nymph, yet knows not why ; 

The Nymph, indifferent, moiu'ns tlie freezing sky;^ 

Alike insenable to soft desire. 

She asks no warmth — ^but from the kitchen fire. 

Love seeks a milder zone; half sunk in snow» 

Lactilla, shivering, tends her fav'rite cow. 

The bleating flocks now ask tlie bounteous hand» 

And crystal streams in frozen fetters stand. 

The beauteous red-breast, tender in her fmme. 

Whose murder mai^ks the fod with trdble shame^ 
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Near the low cottage door» in pensive mood> 
Complains, and mounis her brothers of the wood. 
Her song oft wak'd the soul to gentle joys, 
All but his ruthless soul whose gun destroys. 
For this, rough clown ! long pains shall on thee wait, 
And freezing want avenge their hapless fate ; 
For these fell murders may*st thou change thy kind, 
In outward form as savage as in mind. 
Go, be a bear of Pythagorean name. 
From man distinguish'd by the hideous frame I 

Tho' slow and pensive now the moments roll. 
Successive months shall from our torpid soul 
Hurry these scenes again. The laughing hours 
Advancing swift, shall strew spontaneous flow*rsL 
The early-peeping snowdrop, crocus mild. 
And modest violet, grace the secret wild ; 
Pale primrose, daisy, maypole-decking sweet* 
And purple hyacynth together meet. 
All Nature's sweets in joyous circles move, 
And wake the frozen soul agsdn to love ! 

Tearnley. 

A RUIN. 

THE TeRenihle Ruin is an object whieh haf alwayi been eoBt«n« 
plated with admiratiun, and delight There i« a certain aomethiog 
in its appearance which insensibly aiK:ets the Cc^ 

SAD are the ruthless ravages of time- 
Sad are the changes man is doom'd to feel, 
And all that man can boast! The mighty pile 
That seem VI the terrors of the storm to tn^ve. 
The fair Corinthian porch, that barbarous hands. 
Would venerate and spare, they knew not whys 
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To all-dcvoaring years must bow their hrads ; 
And other wanderers, o'er scenes like these. 
Will come, as now, like me, to moqm their fall; 
For still, the domes once tenanted bjr greatness. 
The spot that Virtue chose for her retreat. 
The cell, where Science, from the world shut out. 
Withdrew — ^that world to charm, or to reform. 
The huge high castle whose wide portals qp'd 
On many a warrior brave, or gallant fair — 
These, to the feeling heart, are hallow'd haunts, 
Tho* but in ruins seen, and faintly trac*d : 
And until man shall with his fellow man. 
To vibrate and to sjnnpatluze refrain. 
These will charm ever, and the traveller, oft. 
Will lure from other lands to mark the scite 
Thus consecrate ! William Fox. 

DOMESTIC PEACE, 

IS a most wdeome guest. It is estential to die bappiiiQik of man^ 
and b often found wbere least expected. 

TELL me, on what holy ground. 

May Domestic Peace be founds 

Halcyon Daughter of the skies. 

Far on fearful wings she flieSj 

From the pomp of scepter'd State, 

From the Rebel's noisy hate. 

In a cottaged vale she dwells 

Listening to the Sabbath bells f 

Still around her steps are seen 

Spotless Honour's meeker mien. 

Love, the sire of pleasing fears. 

Sorrow smiling through her tears, 

And consdous of the past employ 

Memory, bosom-spring of joy ! Coleridge, 
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FEMALE WRITERS. 

THE Fenude Sex have of late yean, distinguished themsdves in 
the Republic of Letters. Their Taried productions have conduced ,111 
no mconsiderable degree, to the initruction and entertainment of tiie 
age in which they have lived. 

HOW sweet and musically flows that lay, * 
Which now in murmurs softly dies awa;^. 
Colona * bending o'er her husband's bier. 
Breathes those sad numbers hallowed with her tear* 
With active zeal, with honest thirst of fame 
Hear Dacier vindicate her Homer's name. 
Hear Montague repel light Voltaire's rage. 
Who, like a butcher, mangled Shakspeare's page* 
Hear from the boscmi of the pious Rowe 
The tender strain and warm devotion flow. 
In Woolstonecraft*s strong lines behold confest 
The fatal errors of the female breast. 
Behold enforc'd in More's instructive page. 
Lessons of virtue for this c^areless age. 
Hear Seward weeping over Andre's grave; 
And call for Cook the spirit of the wave ! 
To Smith's romances fairy scenes belong 
And Pity loves her elegiac song. 
Carter both Science and Invention own 
And Genius welcomes from her watchful throne ; 
On Barbauld's verse the circling Muses smile, 
And hail her, brightest songstress of the British isle ! 

Linn,, 

* Criticism has called this ludy the first poetess of Italy* 

K 2 
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MERITS OF HOWARD. 

THE aeriti of Howard were of a divine and celestial kiiid«^B«t 
that of the warrior, whose glorf arises from the s^eeess, which hat au 
tended him, in die horriUe art of destruction* 

HOWARD ! I view those deeds and think how vain 
The triumphs of weak man — ^the feeble strain* 
That Flattery sings to Conquest's crimson car, 
AiQid the baiiner'd host, and the proud tents of war ! 

From realm to realm the hideous War-fiend hies 
Wide o'er the wasted earth — before him flies 
Affright, on pinions fleeter than the wind ; 
And Death and Desolation fast behind. 
The havock of his echoing march pursue. 
Meantime his steps are bath'd in the warm dew 
Of bloodshed, and of tears ; — but his dread name 
Shall perish — ^the loud clarion of his fame 
One day shall cease, and wrapt in hideous gloom, 
Forgetfulness sit on his speechless tomb ! 

But bear thou fearless on :— -the God of all. 
To whom the afflicted kneel, the friendless call. 
From his high throne of mercy shall approve 
The holy deeds of Mercy and of Love : 
For when the vanities of life's brief day. 
Oblivion's hurrying wing shall sweep away. 
Each act by Charity and Mercy done, 
High o'er the wrecks of time, shall live alone. 
Immortal as the heav'ns and beauteous bloom 
To other worlds, and realms beyond the tomb ! 

Bowles, 
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ADVICE TO A FRIEND. 

A FRIEND may need ivholesome adTiee,uiil it ij a moitfiicndly 
act to impart it. The worid, throagfa which we are deitined to pan, 
asposei us to ▼arioos dangers and difficulties from whkh te coon* 
selling wisdom of age is well fitted to extricate us. 

AND wouldst thou seek the low abode 

Where Peace delights to dwell. 
Pause Traveller on thy way of life 
With many a snare and peril rise 

Is that long labyrinth of road : 
Dark is the vale of years before ; 

Pause Traveller on thy way I 
Nor dare the dangerous path explore, 
Till old Experience comes to lend his Itading ray. 

Not he who comes with lanthom light 
Shall guide thy groping peace aright 

With faltering feet and slow; 
No ! let him rear the torch on high. 
And every maze shall meet thine eye, 

And every snare and every foe ; 
Then with steady step and strong. 
Traveller, shalt thou march along ! 

Tho' Power invite thee to her hall. 
Regard not thou her tempting call 

Her splendors meteor glare : 
Tho' courteous Flattery there await 
And Wealth adorn the dome of State, 

There stalks the midnight spectre Care; 

Peace, traveller ! does not sojourn there. 
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If Fame allure thee, climb not thou 
To that ste^p mountain's craggy brow 

Where stands her stately pile ; 
For far from thence does^Peacc abide, 

And thou shalt find Fame's favouring smile 
Cold as the feeble Sun on Hecla's snow-dad side *. 

And traveller as thou hopest to find 

That low and lov'd abode. 

Retire thee from the thronging road 
And shun the mob of human kind. 
Ah ! hear how old Experience sdiools, 
*• Fly fly the crowd of Knaves and Fods 

•* And thou shalt fly from woe ; 
" The one thy heedless heart will greet 
With Judas smile, and thou wilt meet 

*• In every Fool a Foe l" 

So safely mayest thou pass from thesei 
And reach secure tlie home of Peace, 

And Friendship find thee there. 
No happier state can mortal know. 
No happier lot can Earth bestow 

If Love thy lot shall share ! 

Yet still Content with him may dwell 

Whom Hymen will not bless, 
And Virtue sojourn in the cell 

Of Hermit Happiness! 

THE PUNISHMENT OF AVARICE! 

A VICE tltat is at oiice the bane and curse of human lilfei It 
renders the individual who iudulgt^s it, coatemptiUe, and brings 
a long train of evils on societ>'. It oftgntimes fills the lor^t 
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cop with wretehedneas, and forcing; him to quit hit helotied oljeet* 
urges him on to deeds of desperation and fory* 



' DARK gatheiing clouds involve the threatening 
* skies, 

* The sea heaves conscious of the impending 

gloom, 

* Deep, hollow murmurs from the cliffs arise: 

* They come ! — ^the Spiritsof the Tempest come ! 

Oh, may such terrors mark the approaching night 

* As reign'd on that these streaming eyes deplore I 
' Flash ye red fires of heaven ! with fatal light 

And with conflicting winds, ye waters ! roar. 

* Loud, and more loud, ye foaming billows! burst; 

* Ye warring elements ! more fiercely rave, 

* Till the wide waves o'erwhelm the spot accurst, 

* Where ruthless Avarice finds a quiet grave !* 

Thus with clasped hands, wild looks, and stream* 
ing hair. 
While shrieks of horror broke her trembling 
speech, 
A wretched maid— the victim of Despair, / 
Surveyed the threatening storm and desart beech* 

Then to the tomb where now the father slept. 
Whose rugged nature bade her sorrows flow. 

Frantic she tum'd— and beat her breast and wept. 
Invoking vengeance on the dust below. 
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* Lo ! rising there above each humbler heap, 

' Yon cypher'd stone /w name and wealth relate* 

* Who gave his son — ^remorseless to the deep, 

' While I, his living victim, curse my fate. 

• 

' Oh ! my lost love ! no tomb is placed for thee, 

* That may to strangers' eye thy worth impart ! 

* Thou hast no grave, but in the stormy sea ! 

* And no memorial, but this breaking heart ! 

' Forth to the world a widow'd wanderer driven, 

* I pour to winds and waves the unheeded tear ; 

* Try with vsdn effort to submit to heaven, 

' And fruitless call on him — *^ who cannot hear.'' 

* Oh ! might I fondly clasp him once again, 

* While o'er my head the infuriate billows pour, 
' Forget in death this agonizing pain, 

* And feel his father's cruelty no more ! 

* Part, ra^g waters ! part, and shew beneath, 

* In your dread caves, his pale and mangled form ; 

* Now while the Demons of Despair and Death 

* Ride on the blast, and urge the howling storm ! 

* Lo! by the lightning's momentary blaze, 

* I see him rise the whitening waves above, 

* No Icxiger such as when in happier days 

' He gave the enchanted hours — to me and love. 
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* Such, as vhen daring the enchased sea; 

* And courting dangerous toil, he often s^d 

* That every peiil, one soft smile from me, 

* One sigh of speechless tenderness o'erpsud. 

* But dead, disfigured, while between the roar 

' Of the loud waves his accents pierce mine ear, 

* And seem to say — Ah, wretch ! delay no more, 

* But come, unhappy mourner ! — ^meet me here. 

* Yet, powerful Fancy! bid the phantom stay, 

* Still let me hear him ! — 'Tis already past! 
' Along the waves his shadow glides away. 

* I lose his voice amid the deafening blast ! 

* Ah ! wild illusion, bom of frantic Pain ! 

* He hears not, comes not from his watery bed ! 
' My tears, my anguish, my despair are vain, 

* The insatiate ocean gives not up her dead! 

* 'Tis not his voice! — ^Hark ! the deep thunders roll! 

* Upheaves the ground — ^the rocky barriers fail ! 
' Approach, ye horrors that delight my soul ! 

* Despsur, and Death, and Desolation, h;iil i* 

The Ocean hears — ^The embodied waters come — 
Rise o'er the land, and, with resistless sweep. 

Tear from its base the proud aggressor's tomb, 
Afld bear the injured to eternal sleep ! 

Charlotte Sviitk. 
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AGE AND POVERTY. 

AGE and Poverty form a ipeetade which ealU fteth our deepest 
commiseratioD: yet this penury is not unfirequeotly the natural and 
necessary result of eariy idleness and profligacy. To the yvoBDg 
therefoce it teaehes a salutary lessra. 

HAVE you seen the delightless abode. 

Where Penury nurses Despair ; 
Where comfortless Life is a load* 

Age wishes no longer to bear. 
Ah ! who, in this lazarhouse pent. 

His lone wailings sends up to the skies ? 
Tis the Man whose young prime was mispent; 

'Tis he who so bitterly sighs. 

Have you seen the delectable place, 

Where honour'd Age loves to al»de ; 
Where Plenty, and Pleasure and Peace, 

With Virtue and Wisdom reside ? 
Autumn's fruits he has carefully stor'd; 

His herds willing tributes abound: 
And the smiles of his plenteous board. 

By his children's children are crown'd. 

If such a bright prospect can charm. 

If you feel emulation arise. 
If your juvenile bosom is warm. 

With the hope to be wealthy and wise; 
O cherish the noble design. 

The maxims of Prudence pursue. 
Application and Industry join, 

Tis the way fickle Fortune to woo ! 
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Barly cultivate Virtue's rich seeds; 

These will fruits in Life's winter di^lay. 
Ne'er defer tiU to-morrow good deeds. 

That as well might be finish'd to day. 
For Age and £^xperience can tell. 

And you'll find, when you grow an old man, 
Though it's never too late to do well, 

You will wish you had socmer began. 

M Bloomfield, 

CHARITY. 

CBARITT, on which moralisti and dhrinei have poured ftvth ao 
many fine eoMimiuiu,is edebratedia idU bigber ftnini h)r Uie Foet. 

OH ! Charity ! our helpless nature's pride. 
Thou friend to him, who knows no friend beside, 
Is there in morning's breath, or the sweet gale 
That staals o'er the tir'd pilgrim of the vale. 
Cheering with fragrance fresh his weary frame, 
Aught like the incense of thy holy flame ? 
Is aught in all the beauties that adorn 
The azure heav'n, or purple lights of mom? 
Is aught so fair in evening's ling'ring gleam. 
As from thine eye the meek and pensive beam 
That falls like saddest moonlight or the hill. 
And distant grove, when the wide world is still ?" 
Thine are the ample views, that unconfin'd 
Stretch to the utmost walks of human kind ; 
Thine is the spirit, that with widest plan 
Brother to Brother hinds, and Man to Man ! 

JBowles* 

s 
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THE POET TO HIS TAPER. 

IT ii the property of Genius to draw instrurtion from the moft u i* 
fling aiid iiuigniiiennt objecu around us— take the Poef i Addren to 
hi* Taper. 

MY Taper lend thy glimmering ray, 

O ^ve me all thy Jittle light ! 
Departed is tke orb of day. 

And o'er the city falls the night. e 

The bustle of the passing throng, 

The chariot rattling by the door, 
The loud and boisterous vender^s song. 

Strike on my startling ear no more. 

Now gathering clouds thy sky o'ei spread, 
And sweep with ruffian-blasts ^le plain ; 

Now on my window and my shed, 
Descends the chill and beating rain, 

Protected from the angry sky, 
Bless'd with the smile of kind repose. 

Still may I know Compassion's sigh. 
And keenly feel for oUiers' woes. 

How fast thy slender form decays ! 
Still, still a little longer stay ; 

Now in the socket falls thy blaze- 
It flutters, and it dies away ! 

How like thy dim and dying flame. 

The sons of Genius and of lore ! 

Whose souls too ardent for their frame. 

Bum till their pulse can beat no more ! 

Linn. 
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V 

LIFE 

IN its various and successire stages, Airnishes materials for rcflfec^ 
tion. Inlncy and Childhood, Youth and Manhood have their cha* 
cacteristie traits, <worth7 of attention. 

LIFE — ^the dear precarious boon ! 
Soon we lose — alas — how soon ! 
Fleeting vision — falsely gay, 
Grasp'd in vain, it fades away, 
Mixing with surrounding shades, 
Lovely vision ! how it fades ! 

Let the Muse in Fancy's glass 
Catch the phantoms as they pass. 
See they rise ! -a nymph behold. 
Careless, wanton, young and bold : *^ 

Mark her devious hasty pace. 
Antic dress and thoughtless face. 
Smiling cheeks and roving eyes, 
Causeless mirth and vain surprize. 
Tripping at her side, a boy. 
Shares her wonder and her joy. 
This 18 Folly, Childhood's guide, 
This is ChUdhood at her side I 

What is he succeeding now. 
Myrtles blooming on his brow. 
Bright and blushing as the mom, 
Not on earth a mortal bom ? 
%afts to pierce the strong I view. 
Wings, the flying to pursue. 
Victim of his power, behind 
Stalks a slave of human kind 
Whose disdmn of all the free» 
Speaks his mind's c^tivity ; 
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Love the tyrant— Youth the slave, 
Youth in vam is wise or brave. 
Love with conscious pride defies 
All the brave and all the wise ! 

Who art thou with anxious mien, 
Stealing o'er the shifting scene ^ 
Eyes with tedious vi^ls red, 
^ghs by doubts and wishes bred 
Cautious step and glancing tear. 
Speak thy woes and speak thy leer. 
Arm in arm, what wretch is he 
lake thyself who walks with thee ? 
Lake thy own, his fears and woes. 
All thy pangs his bosom knows. 
Well, too well ! my boding breast, 
Kgoows the names your hxHu suggest 
Anxious, busy, restless pair ! 
Manhood linked by Fate to Care, 
Wretched state ! and yet *t3s dear. 
Fancy dose the prospect here ! 
Close it, or rocal the past. 
Spare my eyes— my heart the last ! 

Vain the wibh ! the Uut spears. 
While I gaze it swims in tears. 
Age— my future self— I trace. 
Moving sk)w, vfiih feeble pace. 
Bending ¥dth disease and cares. 
All the load of life he bears; 
White his loch»— his viss^ wan. 
Strength, and Ease, and Hope are gone— • 
Death— the shadowy form I know. 
Death overtakes him— dreadfid foe ? 
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Svdft they vanish — mournful sight. 

Night succeeds — ^impervious night. 

What these dreadful glooms conceal 

Fancy's glass can ne'er reveal ! 

When shall Time the veil remove ? 

When shall Light the scene improve ? 

When shall Truth my doubts ^spel? 

Awful period ! who can tell ? 

Dr. Haiukaioorlh, 



SONNET 
To Britannia^ 

WHO being so olVen depicted by the pencil or tbe painter, may be 
addressed by the poet with tbe strictest proprietyw 

RENOWNED Britannia ! lov'd parental land ! 

Regard thy welfare with a watchful eye, 
Wliene'er the weight of want's afflicting hand» 

Wakes o'er thy vales the poor's persuawve cr}^ 
When slaves in offlc^ — ^freemen's rights withstand, 

Wlien wealth enormous sets tli' oppressor high) 
And bribes thy ductile senators command, 

Then mourn — ^for then thy fate approacheth nigh ; 

Not from perfidious Gaul or haughty Spain, 

Nor all the neighbouring nations of the main, 
Tliough leagu'd in war tremendous round thy shore* 

But fix)m thyself thy ruin must proceed : 

Nor boast thy power — for know it is decreed 
Thy Freedom gone — ^thy pow*r shall be no more 1 

John Scott* 
S 2 
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EXCURSION BY WATER- 



EXCURSIONS bf Water form a caRmwii mntement wSA Hbo&t^ 
who pass a partion of their time in tbe ooiuitrjr ; bat it nay, ivitit the 
utmost propriety, be laade a wwee of mond reBeetiQnu 

SMOOTH went our boat upon the summer seasi, 
Leaviug (for so it seem'd) the world behind. 
Its sounds of mingled uproar. We reclin'd 

Upon the sunny deck, heard but the breeze 

That o'er us whispering pass'd, or idly play*d 
With the blithe flag aloft. A woodland scene 
On either mde drew its slope line of green, 

And hung the water's shining edge with shade. 

Above the woods, JSTetley! thy ruins pale 

»Pear*d as we pass*d ; and Fecta's * azure hue 
Beyond the misty castle f n*et the view ; 

Where in mid channel hung the scarce seen saO. 
So all was calm and sunshine as we went 
Cheerly o'er the briny element. 

Oh ! where this little boat to us the world, 
As thus we wander*d far from sounds of care, 
Circled with friends and gentle maidens fair, 

Whilst morning aii^s the waving pennant curl'd; 

How sweet were life's long voyage, till in peace 

We gain that haven still, where all things cease ! 

Bowles. 



• Isle of Wight. -^ Kehhot Castle. 
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THE SWALLOW, 

THOUGH in itself n mmSl and inngnificaiit bird, yet its moire- 
Hienti may be not without imtniction— witness these lines— ^ 

GO— place the Swallow on yon turfy bed. 

Much will he struggle but can never rise. 
Go—raise him even with the daisy's head. 

And the poor flutterer like an arrow flies ! 
So oft through life the man of powers and wortii 

Haply the caterer for an infant train. 
Like Bums, must struggle on the bare-worn earth. 

While all his efforts to arise are vain; 
Yet should the hand of relative or friend 

Just from the surface like the suffering wight, 
Soon would the wings of industry extend. 

Soon would he rise from anguish to delight. 
Go*-then— ye affluent ! go— your hands outstretch. 
And from Despair's dark verge, oh! raise the woe- 
worn wretch ! 



FINE MORNING. 

THE charms of a Une Morning is a favottrite topic of description 
with poets; it comtnnes all the beauties, whldi can deUsht the iaia- 
gination and exhilarate die heart. 

ONCE more supported by the care of heaven 
Without whose knowledge not a sparrow falls, 
I breathe the air of Mom. The voice of Joy 



/ 
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Now welcomes Nature from the sleep of Night, 
And pours its song of gratitude to God. 

Bright, fr6m yon hill, looks forth the king of day ! 
He shakes his golden locks and flings on earth 
His full eifulgence and his genial warmth. 
With red the towering mountains all are tipjt. 
The lake, slow winding through its sedgy bed. 
Reflects his radiance trembling o'er its wave. 
The tall pines whistle, bending their green heads. 
The hills with gladness meet the opening day, 
And echo to the bleeting of the flocks. 
Varying and wild, sweet Nature's tuneful band 
Forth from the grove their gayest music send ; 
And now and then is wafted to the e|r 
The music of the distant shepherd's pipe. 
Moistened with dew the flow'ret of the vale 
Lifts its gay head, and the saluthig breeze 
Bears its sweet fragrance on its wings away. 
Health flies the pillow when the sun is risen. 
Health wantons in the breath of balm)^ mom. 
Nature has wakened from her still repose. 
Shook from her arms the drowsy God of sleep. 

Come then Alinda, with me bend thy course 
O'er the gay landscape glittering in the sun. 
Let us inhale the spirit of nature in the bush. 
And brake and lawn, and mom's unruffled wave. 
Give to the light fair maid thy peerless beauty. 
Give to the wind thy locks of glossy hair. 
And give to me thy soft benignant smile ! 

Lwfu 
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MARY, 

THE Maniac, has uucb to reecMnmend her to nodce and attention. 
The very character is interesting, and the dreumstanocs whidi led to 
her insanity, produce a deep impreuion on the hearU 



WHO is she, the poor Maniac, whose wildly-fix'd 
eyes. 

Seems a heart overcharged to express ? ' 
She weeps not, yet often and deeply she ^ghs. 
She never complains, but her silence implies 

The composure of settled distress. 

No aid, no compassion the Maniac will seek. 

Cold and hunger awake not her care. 
Through her rags do the winds of the winter blow 

bleak 
On her poor wither'd bosom half bare, and her cheek 

Has the deathy pale hue of despair. 

Tet cheerful and ha^^, nor distant the day» 

Poor Mary the Maniac has been. 
The traveller remembers who joumeyed this .way 
No damsel so lovely, no damsel so gay. 

As Mary the Maid of the Inn. 

Her cheerful address fill'd the guests with delight, 
As she welcomed them in with a smitei 

Her he^rt was a stranger to childish affright ; 

And Mary would walk by the Abbey at night. 
When the wind whistled down the dark aisle. 
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She toved, and young Richard had settled the day. 

And she hoped to be happy for life : 
But Richard was idle and worthless ; and they. 
Who knew him, would pity poor Mary and say, 
That she was too good for his wife. 

'Twas in autumn, and stormy and dark was the night. 

And fast were tlie windows and drx)r ; 
Two guests sat enjoying the tire that burnt bright. 
And, smoaking in silence with tranquil delimit. 
They listened to hear the wind roar. 

** lis pleasant," cried one, " seated by the fire-side 

" To hear the wind whistle without.** 
" A fine night for the Abbey !*' his comrade replied, 
** Methinks a man's courage would now be weD tried, 
** Who should wander the ruins about. 

•• I myself like a school-boy should tremble to hear 

" The hoarse ivy shake over my head ; 
" And could fancy I saw, half persuaded by fear, 
•• Some ugly old Abbot's white spirit appear, 
" For this wind might awaken the dead'.** 



*• 111 wager a dinner," the other one cried, 
•* That Mary would venture there now.'* 
•^Theo wager and lose !** with a sneer he replied, 
** I'll warrant she'd fancy a ghost by her side, 
" And faint if she saw a white cow/* 
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" Will Mary this charge on her courage allow ?*•* 

His companion exclaim'd with a smile. 
•* I shall win— for I know she will venture there now, 
** And earn a new bonnet by bringing a bough 
'* From the elder that grows in the aisle." 

With fearless good humour did Mary comply. 

And her way to the Abbey she bent. 
The night it was dark, and the wind it was liigl\ 
And as hollowly howling it swept through the sky 
Slie shivered with cold as she went. 

O'er the path so well known still proceeded the Maid 

Where the Abbey rose dim on the sight. 
Through the gate- way she entered, she felt not afraid. 
Yet the ruins were lonely and wild ; and their shade 
Seem'd to deepen the gloom of the night* 

All around her was silent, save when the rude blast 

Howl'd dismally round the old pile ; 
Over weed-cover'd fragments still fearless she past, 
And arrived at the innermost ruin at last. 
Where the elder tree grew in the aisle. 

Well-pleas'd did she reach it, and quickly drew near 

And hastily gather'd the bough ; 
Wlien the sound of a voice seem'd to rise on her ear; 
She paus'd and she listen'd, all eager to hear, 

And her heart panted fearfully now. 
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The wind blew, tbe hoarse ivy shook over her head. 
She listeQ*d,— -nought else could she hear. 

The wind ceas'd, her i heart sunk in her bosom with 
dread 

For she heard in the ruins distinctly the tread 
Of footsteps approaching her near. 

Behind a wide colunm half breathless with fear 

She crept to conceal herself there. 
That instant the mocm o'er a dark cloud shone dear. 
And she saw in the moon-light two ruffians appear. 

And between them a corpse did they bear. , 

Then Mary could feel her heart-blood curdle cold ; 

Again the rough wind hurried by,-» 
It blew off the hat of the one, and behold 
Even close to the feet of poor Mary it roll'd— - 

She felt, and expected to die. 

** Curse the hat !'* he exclaims, " nay come on here^ 
and hide 

*• The dead body his comrade replies. 
She behdds them in safety pass on by her side, 
Stie seizes the hat, fear her courage supplied. 

And fast through the Abbey she flies. 

She ran i»dth wild ^peed, she rush'd in at the door ;. 

She gaz'd horribly eager around. 
Then her limbs could support their faint burthen 

no more. 
And exhausted and breathless she sunk on the floor 

Unable to utter a sound. 
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Ere yet her pale lips could the story impart. 

For a moment the hat met her view : — 
Her eyes from that object convulsively start. 
For— O God! what cold horror then thriU'd through 
her heart 
When the name of her Richard she knew ! 

Where the old Abbey stahds on the common hard by' 

His gibbet is now to be seen. 
Not far from the road it engages the eye. 
The traveller beholds it, and thinks with a sigh 

Of poor Mary the Maid of the inn ! ^ 

Southey, 



BUTTERFLY. 



WE admire the Botterfly, the faithful attendant of Summer, on 
account of the beauty of its plumage and the playfulness of its ex- 
cursions ; but insignificant, however, as the little ammal appears, it 
may be rendered subservient to improvement. 



CHILD of the sun ! pursue thy rapturous flight. 
Mingling with her thou lov'st in fields of light; 
And, where the flowers of paradise unfold. 
Quaff fragrant nectar from their cups of gold. 
There shall thy wings, rich as an evening sky. 
Expand and shut with silent extacy ! 
— Yet wert thou once a worm, a thing that crept 
On the bare earth, that wrought a tomb and slept ! 
And such is man ; soon from his cell of clay 
To burst a seraph in the blaze of day ! 

Rogers. 
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DEATH OF HOWARD. 

THE trimnphs of Death ivfaen Howard perished, were great and 
ttneuropled: well might the Poet exclaim on cuch an oeeation.— 

SPIRIT of Death ! whose outstretched pennons dread 

Wave o'er the world beneath, their shadow spread. 

Who darkly speedest on thy destin'd way, 

'Mid shrieks, and cries, ai^d sounds of dire dismay ; 

Spirit behold thy victory — assume 

A form more terrible, an ampler plume ; 

For He who wander'd o'er the world alone* 

List'ning to misery's universal moan. 

He, who, sustain'd by virtue's arms sublime, 

'Tended the sick and poor from clime to clime ; ^ 

Low in the dust is laid-— thy noblest spoil ! 

And Mercy ceases from her awful toil ! 

Bofulea, 

THE HAPPY VILLAGER 

WE are inclined to enry, un account of the many btesringi that At* 
tend his situation. It is a life of comparative ease and enjoyment. 

VIRTUE dwells in Arden's vale; 
There her hallow'd temples rise : 
There her incense greets the skies, 

Grateful as the moraing gale ; 
There, with humble Peace, and her. 
Lives the happy Villager ! 

There, the golden smiles of morn 
Brighter every field adorn ; 
There the sun's declining ray 
Fairer paints the parting day : 
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There the woodlark louder sings, 
Zephyr moves on softer wings. 
Groves in greener honours rise. 
Purer azure spreads the skies ; 
There the fountains clearer ftew. 
Flowers in brighter beauty^blow ; 
For,. with Peace and Virtue, there 
Lives the happy Villager ! 

Distant still from Arden's vale 
Are tlie woes the bad bewail ! 
Distant fell Remorse, and Pain, 
And Frenzy smiling o'er her ch^n ! 
Grief's quick pang, Despair's dead groan, 
And in Arden's vale unknown : 
For with Peace and Virtue, there 
Lives the happy Villager 

In his hospitable cell. 

Love, and Truth, and Freedom dwell ; 

And, witli aspect mild and free. 

The graceful nymph, ^mplicity. 

Hail, ye liberal graces, hail \ 

Natives all of Arden's vale : 

For, with Peace and Virtue, there 

Lives the happy Villager ! 

Langhome, 

A TEAR. 

A TEAR connects with it many endearing lentaliani, and relievtef 
Nature m her caddeit and most afflictive roomenu. The linei of tlw 
poet therefore are not too encomiastic 

OH ! that the Chemist's mag^c art 
Could crystalize this sacred treasure ! 

Long should it glitter near my heart, 
A- secret source of pensive pleasure* 
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The little brilliant, ere it fell. 
Its lustre caught from CfUoe^a eye ; 

Then, trembling, left its coral cell— 
The spring of Sensibility ! 

Sweet drop of pure and pearly light ! 

In thee the rays of Virtue shine ; 
■ More calmy clear, more mildly bright. 
Than any gem that ^ds the mine. 

Benign restorer of the soul ! 

Who ever fly'st to bring relief. 
When first we feel the rude controul 

Of Love or Pity, Joy or Grief, 

The sage's and the poet's theme. 

In every clime, in every age; 
Thou charm 'st in Fancy's idle dream, 

In Reason's philosophic page. 

That very law * which moulds a tear. 
And bids it trickle from its source. 

That law preserves the earth and sphere. 
And guides the planets in their course ! 

Rogers, 

THE MILLENIUM 

IS lupposed by DiTines to be the last thousand years of the world, 
when knowledge, virtue and purity shall have attained to their per- 
fection on earth. Thu grand period is to precede the destruction of 
the world* 

O YEARS ! the blest pre-eminence of Saints ! 
Ye sweep athwart my gaze, so heavenly-bright, 

* The law of GravitatiQiu 
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The wings that veil the adoring Seraph's eyes. 

What time.he bends before the jasper Throne, 

Reflect no lovelier hues ! yet ye depart. 

And all beyond is darkness ! Heights most strange. 

Whence Fancy falls, fluttering her idle wing. 

For who of woman born may paint the hour. 

When seiz'd in his mid course, the Sun shall wane 

Making noon ghastly ! Who of woman bom 

May image, how the red -eyed Fiend outstretcht 

Beneath the unsteady feet of Nature groans, 

In feverish slumbers— destined then to wake, 

Wlien fiery whirlwinds thunder his great name. 

Destruction I when the Sons of Morning shout. 

The Angels shout. Destruction /—How his arm 

Tlie last great Spirit lifting high in air 

Shall swear by him, tlie ever-living One, 

Time is no more I 

Believe thou, O my soul. 

Life is a vision shadowy of Truth ; 

And vice, and anguish, and the wormy grave. 

Shapes of a dream! the veiling clouds retire, 

And lo ! tlie Throne of the redeeming God 

Wraps in one light earth, heaven, and deepest hell. 

Contemplant Spirits ! ye that hover o'er 

With untir*d gaze th' immeasurat>le fount 

Ebullient with creative Deity ; 

And ye of plastic power, that interfus'di 

Roil thro' tlie grosser and material mass 

In organizing surge ! Holies of Gcd ! 

(And what if Monads of tlie infinite mind^) 

I haply journeyhig my immortal course 

Shall sometimes join your mystic dioir I Till then 

1 discipline my young noviciate thought 

T 2 
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In ministeries of heart-stirring song. 

And aye on Meditation's heaven-ward wing 

Soaring aloft I breathe th' empyreal air 

Of Lore, omnific, omnipresent Love, 

Whose day-qiring rises glorious in my soul, 

As the great Sun, when he his influence 

Sheds on the frost-bound waters— The glad stream 

Flows to the ray and warbles as it flows ! 

C0lefidge, 

HUMAN WISH. 

HUMAN wiibes ue sometimes remarkable only fnr their folly or 
uriekedness: bat when the soalkmgis for that wUch is simple and un- 
•mfaitsous, we caiinot witUiold our sympatby^we cannot vrfose out 
admiration. 

MINE be a cot beade the hill; 

A bee-hive's hum shall sooth my ear. 
A willowy brook, that turns a mill. 

With many a faU shall linger near* 

The swallow, oft, beneath my thatch. 
Shall twitter from her clay-built nest. 

Oft shall the pilgrim lift the latch. 
And share my meal, a welcome guest. 

Around my hried porch shall spring 
Each fragrant flower that drinks the dew; 

And Lucy, at her wheel, shall sing. 
In russet gown and apron blue. 

The village-church, among the trees, 
Where first our marriage-vows were giv'n. 

With merry peals sliall swell the breeze, 
And point with taper spire to heav'n ! 
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INVOCATION OF HOPE. 

HOPE, notwithstandiiig all her illiuioDs, is eourced by every dnld 
of Adam. Tbere is a certain fiuciaatian with whidi she inTests herself 
that raiders her presence necessary to the recy enstenee of httnaaa 
felicity* 

BUT though deceptkHi in thy smile 
Come Hope and live with me awhile. 
O ! come and cheer thb dark abode 
And tread with me this toilsome road. 
Let me thy flattering offers share» 
Come build me palaces in air; 
Dress me in never-fading flowers. 
Lead me amid o'ershadowing bowers. 
Salute me with thine angel lay 
Till I in transports melt away ; 
Bear me above this sluggish earth. 
Its low pursuits, its noisy mirth. 
And let the music of* the spheres 
And hymning angels, meet mine ears. 
One promise, Hope, which thou hast made 
Shall never, never, never fade ; 
'Tis that which bids me look on high 
To yon bright worid above the sky. 
Where God my Maker reigns alone. 
And calls his children round the throne. 
Then haste ye rolling years away. 
Sink worlds and systems in decay ; 
Break thou bright day upon the ni^t. 
When Heav^ shall open 09 my sight ! 

Linn. 
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PIOUS MEMORY. 

Occasioned by seeing the Graves dressed with 

flotvers, 

THIS gingalar practice of decorating the abodes of the Dead may 
be found iu several par/j of England; but is generally prevalent 
throoghoat the Principality. It is intended as a token of respeet to 
the memory of the departed, and also as emblematic of the Returrecm 
Hon. The following stanzas celebrate this pious practice^ and do cre> 
dit to the talents and feelings of their unfortunate author. 

«' WHITHER away, fair Maid'*— I cried. 

As on old Brecknock's bank I lay. 
When, passing by me, I espied 

A modest maid in neat array. 

Upon her red but well tum'd arm, 

A little wicker-basket hung, 
With flowers of various hues replete. 

And branches ever-green and young ; 

The fragrant bay — ^the mouraful yew. 
The cypress and the box were there. 

The daisy pied, the violet blue, 
The red pink and the primrose fair ! 

" And why that basket on your arm. 
With all those fragrant sweets supplied ?'* " 

With blushin.c; look and pensive air, 
And voice Of meekness soft she sigh'd— 

•i To yonder churchyard do I haste. 
To dress the grave where Henry sleeps^ 

No maid a truer lover bless'd. 
No maid more faithful lover weeps. 
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Stem death forbade us to unite* 

And cut him down with ruthless blow ; 

And now I speed to deck his grave. 
As 'tis our weekly wont to do !" 

The melancholy custom pleas'd. 
She left me wrapp'd in pensive thought, 

Ideas sad, but soothing rose. 
When my slow steps the churchyard sou^t 

There kneeling on her Henry's grave, 
Adom'd with all her basket's store. 

The rural maiden sighing himg; 
Her eyes with tender tears ran o'er! 

She rais'd those eyes so full of tears. 
Which now and then stole down her cheek ; 

And much to Heav'n she would have spoke. 
But sorrow would not let her speak. 

Yet though her thoughts could find no vent. 
There's One who reads each honest mind. 

And the true heart to Him devote. 
Shall ample satisfaction find : 

Then gentle Maiden ! do not fear. 

Again thy Henry shalt thou meet- 
Till then thy tender task pursue, 
And strew thy greens and flowers so sweet! 

And you whom all around I see. 
The same dear mournful task employ. 

Ye parents, children, husbands, wives. 
The melancholy bliss enjoy ! 

Oh ! 'tis delicious to maintain. 

Of friends diceas^d a true respect- 
Then bring me flow'rets, bring me greens, 
Straight shaU my parents' grave be deck'd; 
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And many a friend's (whom faithful love 

Still keeps alive within my breast) 
Luxuriously sad I'll see 

With choicest gariands weekly drest ! 

Come then the wicker-basket bring, 

Come Memory, and with me go ! 
Each lovely flower that breathes the spring; 

AfiEection's geutle hand shall strew, 

A mellow tear of soothing woe. 
Shall o'er the graves spontaneous fall. 

While Heav'n the heart's still wish shall hear. 
And to each other grant us all! Dr. Dodd. 

THE VICTIM OF SEDUCTION. 

THE prevalence of this odious Vice is such that I have heA indau 
ced to admit into my selection Afull'tength portrait of it. It it iM^ei 
tiiercfore, that the young reader, of either sex, will here pauae woA 
cantcinptote iu features in all their frigfatibl deformity. 

LOUD howPd the tempest of a Winter's night. 
And dying lamps dispens'd a twinkling light,. 
No friendly star illum'd the vault of heav'n. 
But o*er its face big clouds were wildly driv'n. 
Mute silence reign'd in each deserted street. 
Save where the rushing blast or pelting sleet. 
Was heard to whistle or to rudely beat 
*Twas then, that on a flinty step reclin'd. 
To all the pow'r of wretchedness resign'd 
Grief on her cheek and famine in her eye, 
A Child of misery was seen to lie. 
Aough blew the wind around her shivering fornix 
Lost were her sighs amid the rattling stormy 



V 
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Uncovered was her bosom once so fair. 
Now the cold residence of fell despair ! 
Loose down her back her matted tresses lay. 
Those lovely locks, once deck'd in colours gay. 
Damp were her temples with the dews of death. 
And slowly drawn her thick and straggling breath ! 
Life's quivering taper hastens to an end. 
On Death she calls— to her a welcome friend. 
I mark'd the closing of her stormy day, 
I saw her ling'ring graces steal away. 
Heard the last accents trembling on her lips, 
While Nature sigh'd at Beauty's dire eclipse ! 
Oh lovely rose ! once fairer than the mom. 
Gay as the mead that Spring's green hands adorn. 
Sweet as the western gale that gently. blows. 
Heaving the l)udding fragrance as he goes. 
Pure as the gems that deck the primrose-vale. 
Soft as the warbling of the nightingale ! 
Awhile thy graces brightly glow, but soon, 
Th« envious night comes o'er thy beauty's noon, 
Now low in Earth those charms neglected lie. 
That once so fir'd the World's admiring eye! 

Where is thy lightning oh avenging Power ! 
Whose piercing glance beheld that midnight hour. 
Who heard'st her faltering pray'r, her parting sigh. 
Who saw life's mantling hues untimely fly ! 
Why breathes the wretch that cropt this q;)'ning 

flow'r? 
Why does the sun on him its fadiance pour ? 
Why smiles his gay career of love and mirth. 
While Mary's faded form lies low in earth ? 
Fresh as the blush that tints the morning sky. 
Did Mary's charms first catch his trait'rous ere, 
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Soon did he captive hold her willing soul. 
Soon o'er her breast the soft delirium stole. 
How could she doubt his fond insidious smile ! 
How trace the doublings of each artful wile ? 
Ah! could she dream that heart would truth disown. 
That fondly swore to love but her alone ? 
Oft in his eye the tear would seem to swell; 
Oft from his lips Truth's modest accents fell; 
Why did not frowmng Heav'n with instant death, 
Witiier the lip and close the treach'rous breath ? 
For this thy fame's fair sun was sunk in night. 
For this thy >drtues felt an early blight. 
For this thou met'st the world's proud mockery 
And bitter language of the taunting eye ! 
This robb'd thy polish*d cheek of Summer's bloom. 
And sunk thy youth's fair honours to the tomb; 
Blasted the promise of thy graceful form. 
And gave thy beauties to the midnight storm ! 
And oh ! thou false one — ^Justice will arrive. 
O'er wreck of worlds thy treach'ry will survive. 
See where it bums on Heav'n's wide chronicle. 
See where thy vows the flaming pages fill ! 
Though Pleasure hail thee with her laughing eyes. 
Soon will thy crimes in direful judgment rise ! 
E'en now when frolic joys thy steps attend, 
While sparkling energies their transports lend. 
Does not fell Conscience with its sting advance 
And give the future of thy shudd'ring glance ? 
At dead of night thy Mary's form appears, 
Her thrilling voice thy startled fancy hears; 
Oft in the moon's pale gleam her spectre glides, 
Among the billowy clouds she swiftly rides. 
Majestic frownmg midst the roving storm. 
Thou hear'st her voice, thou.view'st her angel-form ? 
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icon shall Life's idle viidons fade way, 
Vnd on thy soul will burst the Judgment Day! 

Miaa Temfile. 

TO A RED BREAST. 

THIS little domectie Bird fudean itself to us by its ease and fa< 
liliarity— hcnee it is, almost erery where, a welcome visitant. 

LITTLE bird, with bosom red. 
Welcome to my humble shed ! 
Courtly domes of high degree 
Have no room for thee and me. 
Pride and Pleasure's fickle throng 
Nothing mind an idle song. 
Daily near my table steal. 
While I pick my scanty meal. 
Doubt not, little though there be. 
But I'll cast a crumb to thee ; 
Well rewarded, if I spy. 
Pleasure in thy glancing eye : 
See thee when thou'st eat thy fill. 
Plume thy breast, and wipe thy bill. 
Come my feather'd friend, again. 
Well thou kflow'st the broken pane. 
Ask of me thy daily store ; 
Go not near Avaro's door ; 
Once within his iron hall. 
Woeful end shall thee befal. 
Savage !— he would soon divest 
Of its rosy plumes thy breast ; 
Then with solitary joy, 
Eat thee, bones and all, my boy ! 

Langhome. 
V 
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EDMUND'S GRAVE. 

THE remains of a Lover are visited by the wretclied Fair Oik, 
^ith an agony borderiDg on distraction. This truly affectii^ 
object is happily pourtray VI in the following linea— 

SLOWLY bend the willow trees. 
O'er the brook their branches waffe ; 

Near their root the stranger sees 
Th' rustling grass on Edmund's grave ! 

When at midnight's silent hour 

Distant be Us sonorous toll. 
When the thund'ring torrent's roar 

Strikes with dread the guilty soul ; 

Laura, wand'ring, leaves her cot, 

Edmund's fate in anguish weeps ; 
Seeks the sad sequester'd spot. 

Where in peace her lover sleeps : 

Hark! she sweetly strikes the lyre. 
Mournful sound the trembling strings ; 

Bounding from the moss-clad spire 
Through the vale the music rings, 

Wild on air the numbers float, 
Wild through list'ning woodlands fly, 

Whilst she forms the pensive note, 
Hark — she heaves 4 frenzied sigh ! 

Now her voice in cadence low. 

Softly fills til' attentive ear. 
As the murm'ring waters flow. 

On the pebbles drop a tear ! 
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O ! the bliss my &oul would find, 
Could I ease thy troubled breast,— 

Lovely mourner I should thy mind. 
Know tlie sweets of balmy rest; 

But, alas ! no earthly pow'r 

Can distracted Laura ease. 
JVb — she waits the final hour. 

When th' Eternal grants release I 



Greenland Dock* 



b: 



THE HEAVENLY BODIES, 

BY their steady and equable revolution^ are said to produce thti^ 
Music of the Spheret ; a species of harmony which is supposed to poa- 
sess an indescribable sweetness and delicacy* 

FIX'D in their orbits through unmeasur'd space 

The glittering hosts of Heaven their paths perform. 
And ever glowing in th' setherial race, 

'Midst sweeping whirlwinds and the raging storm :• 
Yet silent in rotation as they run. 

And bringing back the days, the months, the years. 
Still as they journey round the central Sun^ 

Sweet is the sound and concord of the spheres I 
Then if in higher bodies thus confest. 

So soft's the music that from order flows. 
Why should not harmony inform the breast. 

When such the unison that Heav'n bestows ? 
Throughout his various works has God designed 
One rule of judgment— one consent of mind ! 

£ecli/ord. 
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LINES 

ADDRESSED TO AN JEOLIAN HARPy 

Constructed by the Author of the Farmer* 8 Boy^ 

WHOSE skill in the fbrmation of these nmple yet deUi^al in* 
stniinents of Musie, is deserving the patronage of all ** the lovers «f 
the ooucord of sweet sounds !" 

WHAT magic sweetness charms my ma^c ear. 

Like choirs of airy spirits heard on high? 
Now as some cherub-voice each note is dear. 

Now swells into celestial harmony !— 
•Tis charmed Zephyr wakes the varied sound. 

As on each string he breathes a trembling kiss. 
His viewless pinion wafts the music round* 

Whose swell is extacy, whose close is bliss ! 
Oh ! sweetly raise thy more than mortal tone. 

To him who gave thy frame melodious Inrth, 
The bard whom Nature greets as all her own. 

And Virtue honours for his inborn 'worth ; 
For him, sweet Harp ! thy dulcet strains prolong. 

Since pure and artless is like thine his song ! 

Mi89 Park. 

THE LAST MINSTREL, 

IS an affceting sulyect, because it implies the termination of sweet 
Minstrelsy, as it existed amongft our ancestors on the borders of Eog* 
land and Scotland ; and where it once flourished with an unadonwd* 
and enchanting simplicity. 
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THE way was long, the wind was cold. 

The Minsti-el was infirm and old, 

His withered cheek and tresses gay, 

Seemed to have known a better day, 

The Harp, his sole remaining joy. 

Was curried by an orphan boy. 

The last of all the bards was he. 

Who sung of border chivalry, 

For well a-day ! their date was fled. 

His tuneful brethren all were dead. * 

And he neglected and oppress'd, 

Wished to be with them and at rest. 

No more on pi'ancing palfrey borne 

He carolled light as lark at mora ; 

No longer couited and caress'd. 

High placed in hall, a welcome guest. 

He poured to lord and lady gay. 

The unpremeditated lay. 

Old times were changed, old manners gcmc 

A stranger fiU'd the Stuart's throne : 

The bigots of the iron time, 

Had called his harmless art a crime : 

A wandering Harper scorned and poor. 

He begged his bread from door to door.; 

And tuned to please a peasant's ear 

The Harp a king had loved to hear ! 

Amidst the strings his fingers stray'd 

And an uncertain warbling made, 

And oft he shook his hoary head, 

But when he caught the measure wild, 

I'he old man rais'd his face and smil'dy 

And lightened up his faded eye, 

With all a poet*s extasy ? 

Vs 
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In varying cadence soft or strong, 
He swept the sounding chords along 
The present scene, the future lot. 
His toils, his wants were all forgot, 
Cold diffidence and age's frost 
In the fiill tide of song were lost 
Each blank in faithless memory void. 
The Poet's glowing thought supplied ; 
And while his Harp respouMve rung, 
'Twas thus the latest Minstrel sung ! 

' Walter Scott. 

ELEGY TO THE BEE, 

THE Hidden and ovenrhelmbig dettnieti(m of whoie labours i« 
here made the topic of moumfU complaint. 

SWEET Labourer! 'midst the Summer's golden hour» 
Full oft I trace thy little busy flight. 

With pleasure see the perch from flow'^ to flow'r. 
On violets, woodbines, roses, lilies light ! 

Yet what to thee is Summer's golden smile ? 

And what to thee the flow'r enamell'd plain ? 
Will gratitude reward thy daily toil ? 

No, no, thou workest for reward in vain ! 

Not long the hive of treasure will be thme» 

Rapacity will force thy little door ; 
Those treasures with thy life must thou resign, 

A breathless victim on the fragrant shore ! 

O base return ! to lose thy precious breath. 

And I, ye Gods ! as basely shall be serv'd : 

Thou for thy treasures wilt be smok'd to deaths 

And I, the honcy'd Poet, shall be starv'd ! 

Dr. Walcott. 
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PROGRESS OF MUSIC. 



WARM hare been the encomiami passed on Music, both in an- 
cient and modem times. The sister Art of Poetry has duly celebrated 
its charms, which find an avenue to every heart. 



WELCOME! sweet charmer of the human breast, 
She comes by every trembling nerve confest ! 
Music the woodland Nymph — on viewless wing 
Descend to wake the melodies of Spring : 
Her untaught warbUngs burst on Nature's ear, 
Who loves in deepest solitudes to hear, 
When Winter northward drives with all his storms. 
And Earth rejoices in her fairest forms ; 
In sweet Simplicity's unvamish'd reign, 
The dear enchantress taught the early str^ 
In lonely scenes, amid the winding vales, 
Where hums the wild bee on the scented gales. 
Round the taU fox-gloves scattered up the steep 
Where furze and fern compose a thicket deep, 
Or where the lapses of the murmuring stream. 
Through roots and reeds inspire the poet's dream, 
She led the feather'd quire in forest trees, 
And harmoniz'd the whisperings of the breeze. 
And sounds of flocks and herds-^the sylvan strain. 
The distant cataract and the roaring main ! 
Seduc'd by Art, to Life's throng'd haunts she flies. 
To cheer the valiant and delight the wise. 
To heal the rankling wound by anguish givH 
And lift the elevated soul to heav'n ! 
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What pulse but heaves when lovely Laura sings. 
And sweeps with ivory hand the trembling strings ? 
What heart but bums when martial clarions rise. 
Or where the full-ton 'd organ swells the skies ? 
Oh I how endearing to the melting ear,. 
The solemn march that waits the soldier's bier ! 
As soft and sweet the dying numbers flow. 
The soul dissolves in extasy of woe ! 

Holloivay, 



THE COMMON LOT, 



MAY be melancholy, but it is true— be it remembered, however, that 
our obligations are the greater to the Christian Revelation, which in- 
spires us with the blissful hope of Immortality. 



ONCE in the flight of ages past 
Theix; liv'd a Man — and who was He ? 

Mortal ! howe'er thy lot be cast. 
That Man resembl'd thee ! 

Unknown the region of his birth. 
The land in which he died unknown ; 

His name hatli perish'd from tlie Earth, 
This truth survives alone— 

That joy, and grief, and hope, and fear, 
Alternate triumph'd in his breast ; 

His bliss and woe, a smile, a tear I 
QblivioQ hides the rest 



L. 
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The bounding pulse, the languid lifnb, 
The chan^g spirits' rise and fall ; 

We know that these were felt by him. 
For these are felt by alL - 

He suffer'd — Bht his pangs arc o'er, 
Enjoy'd — ^but his delights are fled. 

Had friends — ^his friends are now no more, 
And foes — ^his foes are dead. 

He lov'd — ^but whom he lov'd, the Grave 
Hath lost in its unconscious womb. 

O she was fair ! but nought could save 
Her beauty from the tomb. 

The rolling seasons, day and night. 
Sun, moon, and stars, the earth and mmn, 

Ere while his portion, life and light. 
To him exist— in vain. 

He saw whatever thou hast seen, 
Encounter'd all that troubles thee. 

He was — ^whatever thou hast been^ 
He is— what thou shalt be ! 

The clouds and sunbeams o'er his eye 
That once their shade and glory threw. 

Have left in yonder Mlent sky. 
No vestige where they flew ! 

The annals of the human race, 

Their ruin since the world began 
Of Him afford no other trace 

Than this— f//err liv^d a Man! 

Montgomery, 
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THE DROWNtNG FLY. 

IS a subject of tender feeting, we are often witnesses of the dii« 
tress of the little Aninial ; and it is here applied with peculiar feK- 
dty, to the aid which might and ought to be afibrded to every di»> 
tressed family* 



IN yonder glass behold a drowning fly ! 
Its little feet how vmnly does it ply ! 
Its cries we hear not, yet it loudly cries, 
And gentle hearts can feel its agonies ! 
Poor helpless victim — and will no one save ? 
Will no one snatch thee from the threat'ning wave? 
Is there no friendly hand— no helper nigh, 
And must thou little struggler — must thou die f 
ITiou shalt not, whilst this hand can set thee free. 
Thou shalt not die — this hand shall rescue thee ! 
My finger's tip shall prove a friendly shore. 
There, trembler, all thy dangers now are o'er. 
Wipe thy wet wings, and banish all thy fear : 
Go, join thy numerous kindred in the air. 
Away it flies ; resumes its harmless play ; 
And Hghtly gambols in the golden ray. 
Smile not, spectators, at this humble deed ; 
For you, perhaps, a nobler task's decreed : 
A young and sinking family to save ; 
To raise the infant from destruction's wave ! 
To vpu, for help, the victims lift their eyes : 
Oh •' hear, for pity's sake, their plaintive cries ; 
Ere long, unless some guardian interpose. 
O'er their devoted heads, the flood may close ! 

jinon. 
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THE MUFFLED DRUM. 

A SOLDIER'S Funeral is an interestingf spectacle. Every cir? 
eiunstance with which it is attended, strikes the imagination, and 
leaves a solemn impression on the heart. 

AH ! me, how mournful, wan, and slow 
With arms reversed the soldiers comfr— 

Dirge-sounding trumpets full of woe. 
And sad to hear — ^the Muffled Drum I 

Advancing to the house of pray'r. 
Still sadder flows the dolesome str^dn. 

E'en Industry forgets her care 
And joins the melancholy train! 

O ! after all the toils of war, 

How blest the brave man lays him down ! 
His bier is a triumphal car— 

His grave is glory and renown ! 

What though nor friends nor kindred dear. 

To grace his obsequies attend ? 
His comrades are his brothers here. 

And every hero is his friend ! 

See Love and Truth all woe-begone, 
And Beauty drooping in the crowd— 

Their thoughts intent on him alone. 
Who sleeps for ever in his shroud ! 

Again the trumpet slowly sounds, 

The soldier's last funereal hymn— ^ 

Again the Muffled Drum rebounds. 

And every eye with grief is dim I 
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The gen'rous steed which late he rode 

Seems too its master to deplore ; 
And follows to his last abode, 

The warrior who returns no more! 

For him far hence a mother sighs. 
And fancies comforts yet to come ! 

Hell never bless her longing eyes» 
She'll only hear the Muffled Drum ! 

Mayne* 



TO THE BRITISH CHANNEL, 

s 

WHICH, with its wares rolling rQund our sliores, has beoi our \ 
part in every age against the inroads of fordgn ambition and tjrramiy^— 

ROLL, roll thy white waves, and envelop'd in foam, 
Pour thy tides round the echoing shore. 

Thou guard of Old England^ my country, my home. 
And my Soul shall rejoice in the roar ! 

Though high-fronted valour may scowl at the foe. 
And with eyes of defiance advance, 

'Tis thou hast repell'd desolation and woe, 
And the conquering legions of France ! 

'Tis good to exult in the strength of the land. 
That the flower of her youth are in arms, 

Tlikt her lightning is pomted — ^her javelin in hand. 
And arous'd the rough spirit that warms ! 
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But never may that day of hcfrror be known. 
When these hills and these vallies shall feel. 

The rush of the phalanx, by phalanx o'erthrown. 
And the bound of the thundering wheel ! 

The dread chance of battle, its blood and its roar. 
Who can wish, in his senses, to prove? 

To plant the foul fiend on Britannia's own shore. 
All sacred to peace and to love ? 

Hail — ^glory of Albion! ye fleets and ye hosts, 

I breathe not the tones of dismay; 
In valour unquestioned, still cover your coasts. 

But may Heav'n keep the slaughter away ! 

Thou gem of the ocean — ^that smil'st in thy pow*r, 
May thy sons prove too strong to be slaves I 

Yet let them not scorn in the dark fated hour. 
But exult in the rampart of waves! 

The nations have trembled, have cowr'd in the dust. 
E'en the Alps heard the conqueror's song, 

When the genius of Gaul with unquenchable thirst, 
Push'd her eagles resistless along! 

And still they advance and the nations must bleed ; 

Then sing, O my Country for joy; 
Thy girdle of ocean by Heav'n was decreed 

To protect what the sword would destroy ! 






J'' 
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Roll, rdl thy white waves, and envelop'd in foaniy 
Pour thy tides round the echoing shore. 

Thou guard of Old England^ my country, my home. 
And my soul shall rejoice in the roar ! 

R. Bloomfield. 



THE DYING BARD. 



A W FXSH TVadition says that a Bard, on his deatfhbed, demanded 
bis harp, and played the air to which these lines are KUpted, i«> 
questing that it might he performed at his funeral. 



DIN AS EMLINN lament, for the moment is nigh, 
When, mute in the woodlands, thine echoes shall 

die. 
No more by sweet Teivi Cadwallon shall rave. 
And mix his wild notes with the wild dashing wave! 

In Spring and in Autumn, thy glories of shade 
Unhonoured shall flourish, unhonoured shall fade. 
For soon shall be lifeless the eye and the tongue^ 
That viewed them with rapture, with rapture that 
sung! 

Thy sons, Dinas Emlinn, may march in their pride. 
And chase the proud Saxon from Prestat3m'8 side. 
But wliere is the harp shall give life to their name ? 
And where is tlie Bard shall give heroes their fame ? 
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And t)h, Dinas Emlinn ! thy daughters so fan*. 
Who heave the white bosom and wave the dark hair. 
What tuneful enthusiasts shall worship their eye. 
When half of their charms with Cadwallon ^all 
die? 

ITien adieu silver Teivi ! I quit thy loved scene. 
To join the dim choir of the Bards who have been* 
With Lewarch, and Meilor, and Merlin the Old, 
And sage Teliassin high harping to hold. 

And acUeu Dinas Emlinn ! still green be thy shades, 
Unconquer'd thy warriors, and matchless thy 

maids ! 
And thou, whose faint warblings my weakness can 

tell. 
Farewell my lov'd Harp ! my last treasure farewell! 

Walter Scon. 



THE STRAYED LAMB 

fiXCrnsS our oomptsstonate ftdingB, tnd we haiten to yield that 
aid which the poor little ammal Mmneh needs on the oecaaoo. Such 
a ialgeet it not without moral instruction* 

WHY bleats y<m Lamb as hurrying to and frt>. 
Anxious it seeks an outlet from tlie lane f 
Poor Innocent ! the cause of thy distress 
Well I conjecture—for, as late I pass'd, 
I saw thy fellows in the upland mead 
Grazing the plenteous herbage, and I marked. 
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The gap thro' which with careless stisp thou 

stray'dst ! 
Be not afraid — ^I doom thee not to bleed — 
I am no butcher arm'd with murderous steel 
Against thy life — nor come 1 like a thief. 
In night's deep gloom, to snatch thee from thy home ! 
Be confident, and I with friendly care 
Will drive thee back and guide thee to thy fiock ! 

O that with equal ease I could reclaim 
The wanderer from Virtue — ^to his eye 
Shew the blest paradise his folly stray'd from— 
And o'er his mind by true repentance soften'd 
Could pour the strong conviction that *' her tvays 
Jlre ways of fileaaantncMa — her paths are fietxce!** 

Arunu 

BLINDNESS. 

THIS affecting calamity hat befUlen tome of the witett and beit 
of the Human Raee. Iti evilt are well pourtrayed in the following 
•tanzai— 

AH ! think if June's delicious rays» 

ITie eye of Sorrow can illume. 
Or wild December's beam less days. 

Can fling o'er all a transient gloom : 
Ah ! think if skies obscure or bright. 

Can thus depress or cheer the mind. 
Ah ! think *midst clouds of utter night, 

What mournful moments wait the Blind I 
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And who shall tell liis cause for woe. 

To love the wife he ne'er must see. 
To be a Sh^ yet not to know, 

The silent babe that climbs the knee ; 
To have his feelings daily torn, 

With p^n the passing meal to find ; 
To live distressed, and die forlorn 

Are ills that oft await the Blind ! 

When to the breezy uplands led 

At noon, or blushing eve, or mom, 
He hears the red-breast o'er his head, 

While round him breathes the scented tliom ; 
But oh ! instead of Nature's face, 

Hills, dales, and woods, and streams combin'd, 
Instead of tints, and forms, and grace. 

Night's blackest mantle shrouds the Blind ! 

If rosy Youth bereft of sight, 

'Midst countless thousands pines unblest, 
As the gay flower withdrawn from light 

Bows to the earth where all must rest ; 
Ah ! think when life's declining hours 

To chilling penury are consign'd. 
And pain has palsied all his powers. 

Ah ! think what woes await the Blind 1 

Rtishion. 

THE PURSUIT OF HEALTH 

IS interesting to every individual ; and therefore the foUowing ele 
gant itanzas will be peruied with pleasure. 

• 

ONE April mom reclin'd in bed. 
Just at the hour when dreams are true, 

A Fairy form approach'd my head, 
Smiling beneath her mantle blue; 

x2 
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" Fie, fie," she cried, " why sleep so kng^f 
When she, the Nymph you dearly love. 

Now roves the vernal flowers among. 
And waits for you in yonder grove ? 

Hark ! you may hear her cherub voice. 
The v(ice of Health is sweet and clear. 

Yes — ^you may hear the birds rejoice. 
In symphony, her arbour near l" 

I rose and hastened to the grove. 

With eager steps and anxious mind ; 
I rose the Elfin's truth to prove, 
, And hop'd the promised Nymph to find. 

My fairy took me by the hand, 
And cheerfully we stepp'd along. 

She stopp'd but on the new-plough'd land. 
To hear the russet woodlark's song. 

We reach'd the grove — ^I look'd around, 

My Fairy was no longer near; 
But of her voice I knew the sound. 

As thus she whisper'd in my ear — 

" The Nymph, fair Health, you came to find 
Within those precincts loves to dwell 

Her breath now fills the balmy wind, 
This path will lead you to her celL" 

I bended to the primrose low. 

And ask'd if Health might there reside, 
•* She left me," said the flower, " but now 

For yonder violet's purple pride." 

I question'd next the violet's queen. 
Where buxom Health was to be found ? 

She told me that she late was seen. 
With cowslips, toying on the ground. 
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Then thrice I kiss'd the cowstips pale, 
And m theu: dew-drops bath'd my face. 

I told them all my tender tale. 
And begg'd their aid coy Health to trace. 



«< 

4( 



From us," exclaim'd a lowly flower, 

The Nymph has many a day been gone ; 
But now she rests within yon bower 
Where yonder hawthorn blooms alone." 

Quick to that bower I ran, I flew. 
And yet no Nymph I there could find ; 

But fresh the breeze of Morning blew. 
And Spring was gay and Flora kind. 

If I retum*d sedate and slow. 
What of the Nymph I could not see ? 

The blush that pass'd along my brow 
Was proof of her divinity ! 

• 

And still her votary to prove. 
And still her dulcet smiles to share, 

m tread the fields — I'll haunt the grove, 
With untir'd steps and fondest care. 

O Sprite belov*d! vouchsafe to give 

A boon, a precious boon, to me. 
Within thy influence let me live, 

And sometimes too thy beauty see-* 

So shall the Muse in nobler verse 
And strength renew'd exulting nng. 

Thy praise — ^thy charms — ^thy power rehearsCy 
And sweep with bolder hand the string! 

Beloe* 
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THE CHRISTIAN SABBATH 

# 

K3 a most important institution— yieltUng relief to aaan and 
We may therefore add, that its observance is sanetioQed by Natnve 
as well as Revelation— 



HAIL Sabbath ! thee I hail— the Poor Mm*» day. 

On other davs the man of toil is doom'd 

To eat his joyless bread lonely — the ground 

Both seat and board, screen'd from the Winter's cdd 

And Summer's heat by neighbouring hedge or tree; 

But on this day embosom *d in his home 

He shaves the frugal meals with those he loves.— 

With tliose he loves — ^he shares the heart-felt joy 

Of giving thanks to God — not thanks of form 

A word and a grimace— but reverently 

With cover'd face and upward earnest eye ! 

Hail Sabbath ! thee I hail — the Poor Man* a day. 
The pale mechanic now has leave to breathe 
The morning air, pure from the city's smoke. 
While wandering slowly up the river side 
He meditates on him whose power he marks. 
In each green tree that proudly spreads the bough. 
As in the tiny dew-bent flow'rs that bloom 
Around its roots— and while he thus surveys 
With elevated joy each rural charm, 
He hopes, yet fears presumption in his hope. 
That Heav'n may be One Sabbath without end r 

Graham. 
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, WAR 

CARRIES in itf itndn a long aeries of trenendoas erila. No ptn 
can describe, no imagination can concdve them. It is at onee th« 
bane and curse of mankind— 

O War, what art thou ? 
After the brightest conquest what remains 
Of all thy glories ? For the vanquished — chains— 
For the proud victor — ^what ? Alas ! to reign 
O'er desolated nations — a drear waste 
By one man's crime, by one man's lust; of pow'r 
Unpeopled I Naked plains and ravaged fields. 
Succeed to smiling harvests and the fruits. 
Of peaceful olive-^luscious fig and vine ? 
Mere rifled temples are the cavem'd dens 
Of savage beasts, or haunt of tnrds obscene ; 
There:— populous cities blacken in the sun. 
And in the gen'ral wreck proud palaces 
Lie undistinguish'd, save by the dun smoke 
Of recent conflagration ! When the song 
Of dear-bought joy with many a triumph swcU'd, 
Salutes the Victor^s ear and sooths his pride» 
How is the grateful harmony profan'd 
With the sad dissonance of Virgins' cries, 
Who mourn their brothers slain ! Of Matron's hoar. 
Who clasp their withered hands and fondly ask 
With iteration shrill — ^their slaughtered sons ! 
How is the laurel's verdure stJun'd with blood 
And soil'd with widows' tears! 

Hannah More. 
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THE INSECT-RACE 

ARE entitled to attentioD, became they display the wiidcn «ni 
goodness of die Creator. Insigmficant in their appearance, their 
situation in the leale of existenee is too apt to be oreilookied «ml 
forgotten— 

OBSERVE the Insect-race— ordain'd to keep 
The lazy sabbath of a half-year's sleep! 
Entomb'd beaeath the filmy web they lie. 
And wait the influence of a kinder sky. 
When vernal sun-beams pierce their dark retreat. 
The heaving tomb distends with vital heat— 
The full formed brood impatient of their cell 
Start from their trance and burst their silken shell 1 
Trembling awhile they stand, and scarcely dare 
To launch at once upon the untried air — 
At length assured they catch the fav'ring gale. 
And leave their sordid spoils, and high in sther sail! 
Lo ! the bright trsun, their radiant wings unfold 
With silver fring'd, and freckled o'er with gold* 
On the gay bosom of some fragrant flow'r 
They idly fluttering live their little hour. 
Their life all pleasure and their task all play. 
All spring their age, and sunshine aU their day ! 
Not so the Child of Sorrow — ^Wretched Man— • 
His course with toil concludes — ^with pain began 
That high his destiny he might discern 
And in Misfortune's school this lesson learn-— 
Pleasure's the portion of the inferior kind, 
But Glory — ^Virtue — Heaven for Man designed ! 

Mra.BarbaiUd^ 
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SWEET LITTLE ANNE, 

HAS tttraetiou which cannot be resisted— we have inserted this 
e<mipositimi bdng marked by a peculiar tenderness and delicacy. 

CAN aught be more fair to the eye 

Than the blush of the maidenly year ? 
Can aught with the orchard-bloom vie 

When in May its sweet blossoms appear ? 
Can aught like the eglantine please. 

Or the rose budding — tell me what can ? 
' O ! thrice more attracting than these. 

Is the cheek of my sweet little Anne ! 

What can charm like the spring of the field. 

When it trickles transparently by ? 
Or what sweeter pleasure can yield 

Than to look on the gems of the sky? 
What can win like the tremulous dew, 

Which the zephyrs on gossamer fan ? 
O ! thrice more enchanting to view 

Is the eye of my sweet little Anne ! 

Can aught Uke the morning delight. 

When it dawns towards peaceable day? 
Or bewitch like the planet of night, 

When she steals in good humour away ? 
Is there aught like the sweetness of 6ve 

When serene as when Nature began, 
The soft sun takes his mellow last leave } 

Yes— the smile of my sweet little Anne ! 

Can aught more delicious be nam'd 
Than the exquisite fi*uit of the pine ? 

More inviting can aught be proclaimed 
Than the elegant bunch of the vine ? 
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Is there aught can in flavor exceed 

Ev*ry beverage precious to man ? 
O ! yes — ^these are tasteless indeed 

To the kiss of my sweet little Anne f 

Thrice more than the Sun-setting hour. 

Or the dawn of the Morning benign. 
More delightful than Spring's sweetest flow'r 

Or the mirth-making juice of the Vine, 
More serene than the gems of the sky. 

And more soft than the down of the swan. 
Is the cheek— -is the lifi — is the eye — 

Is the tmile of my sweet little Anne ! 

jffurdis. 

THE MANIAC OF VICTORY ; 

IS a character moit interesting to the fedingi of lympathy md 
compasnon. The rahaequent delineation, at once ao patketic and 
inpresnTe, mutt please, it seizes the imai^tioa and OTerpowers the 
heart. 

BUT here comes One that seems to out-rejoice 

All the rejoicing tribe ! wild is her eye 

And frantic is her air, and fanciful 

Her sable suit, and round she rapid rolls 

Her greedy eyes upon the spangled street. 

And drinks with greedy gaze the sparkling scene ! 

And, *• See," she cries, " how they have grac*d the 

hour 
That gave him to his grave ! hail lovely lamps. 
In honour of that hour a grateful land 
Hath hung aloft ! — and sure he well deserves 
The tributary splendour — for he fought 
The battles well— ah ! he was Valour's self— 
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Fierce was the look with which he fac'd the foe; 
But on his Harriet, when my Hero bent it,, 
Twas so benign! and beautiful he was— 
And he was youngi— too young in years to die!. 
'Twas but a little while his wing had thrown 
Its guardian shadow o'er me— but 'tis gone— 
Fall'n is my shield, yet see now if I weep— 
A British warrior's widow should not weep— 
Her hero sleeps in Honour's fragrant bed — 
So they all tell me, and I have nobly leam'd 
Their gallant lesson — all my tears are gone- 
Bright glory's beam has dried them every drop ! 
No— no— I scorn to weep— high is mine heart ! 
Hot are mine eyes ! there's no weak water there ! 
Tis true I should have joy'd — ^what mother would 

not? 
To have shewn him that sweet babe o'er which he 

wept'.' 
When last he kiss'd it — ^yes he did — he wept ! 
My warrior wept ! — ^at the weak woman's tears 
From off this cheek, where now I none can fed. 
He kiss'd away— he wet it with his own. 
O ! yes it would — 'twould have been sweet t' have 

shewn him 
llow his dear lovely boy had grown, since he 
Beheld it cradled, and t' have bid it call him 
By the sweet name that I had tapght it utter. 
In softest tones, while he was thunder hearing, 
And thunder hurling round him — ^for his hand 
Would not be idle amid deeds of glory ! 
Yes — 'glory — •glory — glory is the word — 
See how it glitters all along the street!" 
And then she laughs and wildly leaps along 
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With tresses all untied. Fair wretch— adieu— ^ 
In mercy — ^Heaven thy shatter'd i)eace repjair. 

Faivcett^ 

SIR WILLIAM JONES. 

THE Goiius of the East thus introdueet a fine encomium on die 
talents, and learning, and virtues of this illustrious character, of 
whom the world was deprived in the 47tb year of his age. 

TO chase the tenfold gloom, my Jones, was tlune, 
To cheer the Brahmin and to burst his chains. 

To search for latent gems the Sanscreet mine. 
And wake the fervour of her ancient strains. 

For ah ! what pen shall paint with half iliy fire 
The power of Music on th* impassion'd soul. 

When the great masters wak'd the Indian lyre. 
And bade the burning song electric roll ? 

The mystic veil, that wraps the hallow'd shrine 
Of India's deities, 'twas thine to I'end — 

With brighter fii-es— -each radiant altar shines. 
To Nature's awful God those fires ascend ! 

Sound the deep conch---dread Vishnu's pow'r pro- 
claim. 

And heap with fragrant woods the blazing urn. 
I see sublime Devotion's noblest flame, 

'Midst Superstition's glowing embers bum ! 

'Twas thine with daring wing and eagle eye 
To pierce Antiquity's profoundest gloom, 

To search the dazzling records of the sky, 
Ahd bid the stais tlie sacred page illume ! 
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Nor did the instructive orbs of Heav'n alone 
Absorb thy soul 'mid yon etherial fields, 

To thee the vegetable world was known. 
And all the blooming tribes the garden yields ! 

From the tall cedar on the monntjun's brow 
Which the fierce tropic storm in vain assails, 

Down to the humblest shrubs, that beauteous blow 
And scent the air of Asia's frs^rant vales ! 

But talentst— fancy — ardent, bold, sublime- 
Unbounded science form'd thy meanest fame. 

Beyond the grasp of death, the bound of time. 
On wings of fire Religion wafts thy name ! . 

And long as stars shall shine or planets roll. 
To kindred Virtue shall, that name be dear; 

^Still shall thy genius charm the aspiring soul. 
And distant ages kindle at tliy bier! 



Maurice. 



THE FOUNDLING 



IS an object of general intereit— of univttnal eompainon. Its na^ 
ture and condition are here pointed out with truo feeling, and in the 
spirit of genuine poetry— 

OH ! what a piteous sight is there ! 
The helpless victim of Despair 

In Mercy's lap reclin'd. 
Poor, blameless, blighted child of woe ! 
Thou dost not yet thy sufferings know. 

Nor know thy patrons kind '. 
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Alas ! what guilt or misery hard. 
Could quench a Mother'a fond regard. 

Could sever Nature's ties ? 
Could drop, forsaken and fprlom. 
Her son, her suckling newly bom, 

To pain a stranger*s eyes ? 

Peihaps (mce happy, artless maid ! 
She fell, by artifice betray'd, 

And thought the vows sdncere» 
Which left her, in a bitter hour. 
For shame and anguish to devour. 

Without cHie pitying tear ! 

Perhaps an outcast from her home, 
Afraid to stay, unusM to roam. 

She sought in vmn relief — 
Till hunger, cold and toil combin'd 
To numb her limbs and wring her mind. 

And break her heart with grief! 

Ah .' what could make, but horror wild, 
A Mother thus forsake her child. 

And spurn the charge she bore? 
Reject it from her heaving breast, 
And leave it, an unbidden guest. 

At a promiscuous door } 

Yet not promiscuous — He unseen. 
Who knows what human sorrows mean, 

Thy wandering footsteps led— 
Wliere dwelt Humanity to feel. 
And ready skill was prompt to heal 

Thine Infant, well nigh dead ! 
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So when a tyrant's cruel breath 

Had doom'd each Hebrew son to death, 

To sooth his guilty fear — 
Young Moses, by the river's side 
Within his feeble ark had died. 

But Providence was near ! 

He bid the £g)'ptian princess find 
The babe, and with a tender mind 

Compassionate its tears — 
From sedgy Nile the Pn^phet rose, 
Who sav'd his race and crusli'd their foes. 

In his succeeding yeare ! 

Who knows but this poor little frame, 
May hold a spark of future fame. 

Which Time shall bring to shine ^ 
Matur'd to happier days, he may 
With filial love your cares repay. 

And cheer your life's decline ! 

Almighty Love ! what words are tliinc ! 
'* Ye Outcasts! I adopt ye mine — 

Your Parent — Hope, and stay : 
A Mother may her son forsake. 
But / my cov'nant will not break. 

Nor cast my child away i" 

Beck/^ 



* Hie Child was actually (band at the door of a medical gentleinaa 
in Spital'Sqoare, but the poor infant toon died, tliough tlie gratleman 
and has lady, Mr. aad Mn. Addington^ tcetted it with their charac* 
terif^c biiidnew and humanity* 

y2 
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RURAL SIMPLICITY, 
Or, A Summer Scene. 

THIS is a gwiiiiie picture of nature, drawn irith an uncommon 
d«>gree of miauteoeM and fidelity* 

NOW fAToon gone by, void Jour declining hours. 
The weary limbs relax their boasted pow'rs. 
Thirst rages strong, the fainting spirits fail 
And ask the sov'reign cordial — Home-brewed Ale! 
Beneath some sheltering heap of yellow com. 
Rests the hoop'd keg, and friendly cooling horn. 
That mocks alike the goblet's brittle frame. 
Its costlier potions and its nobler name ! 
To Mary first the brimming draught is giv*n. 
By toil made welcome as the dews of Heav'n» 
And never lip that press'd its homely edge. 
Had kindlier blessings or a heartier pledge \ 

R, BloomJielcL* 

A MOTHER'S GRAVE. 

THIS b a lul^ect which mnit find ito way to the heart. Th« 
ideal are natural and wdl e^^^resaed. 



* This beautiful passage will be found in the Stanmtr of the Fof 
titer'* Boy^ which we here particularly notice, because it has furnished 
a stttyeet for the Frontispiece. And it may, in justice be added, that 
we know not whether the delineation of the i^ or the ekeeutioB of 
the ArtiOi be most deserving our adnuratioiit 
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TO where thy hallow'd bones are laid 

Far £rom the busy haunts of men» 
To converse, Mother, with thy shade 

I come again! 

Oh ! I have felt AfRiction's wav«j 

And with her billows mounted high. 
Since last I knelt me on thy grave. 

And heav'd a sigh ! 

When shall I close these weary eyes ? 

When shall my wandering spirit flee— 
Or in this grave, or in the skies. 

Find rest and thee ^ 

Tlie meekness of thy mind 1 need. 

To meet the world*s rebuke and scorn. 
O ! Mother, but to copy thee 

Why was I bom^ 

Even now I hear thy warning voice, 

That oft has wrung my infant ear-** 
Oh 1 if thy Child can have his chcnce, 

Spirit appear! 

Thy gentle accents to my heart 
Shall solace soft, and vigour give. 

To suffer weU afflictions smart, 
. While yet I live! 

Yes:— and Religion's hdy form 

Well known and well belov'd by thee, 
Should more my wavering heart conform 

To Heav'n's decree ( 
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Peace that the world can never give, 
ITie world can never take away — 
Should be my portion, could I live 

Thy virtuous way ! 

And soon the scene shall roll away, 

And soon all Elarth-bom cares shall ceaae> 
And 1 with thee in silent clay 

Sliall rest in peace ! 

But not ybr ever shall the grave 

Triumphant boast his power and might. 
For God sliall call us thence to live 

In endless light ! 

Jimfihlett., 

JOHN BARLEYCORN 

^ON^^YS so innocent An amusement to yonngpersoDs,b^ng,|ikt 
Anhn Ciilpin, fraught with pleasantry-, that I could not deny the n»^ 
quest ol my eldest Uttle Boy, to insert it in the present Selectiuu. 

THERE went three kings into the east, 
lliree kings both great and high ; 

And they have swofn a solemn oath 
John Barleycorn should die. 

They took a plough and plough 'd him down. 

Put clods upon his head ; 
And they have sworn a solemn oath, 

John Barlevcom was dead. 

^ But the cheerful Spring came kindly on, 
And show'rs began to fall ; 
Jolin Barleycorn got up again 
And sore surprized them all \ 
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The sultry suns of summer came 

And he grew thick and strong: 
His head well arm'd with pointed spears. 

That no one should him wrong. 

The sober Autumn enter'd mild. 

When he grew wan and pale ; 
His bending jcnnts and drooping head 

Show'd he began to faiL 

His colour sicken'd more and mote. 

He faded into age^ 
And then his enemies began 

To shew their deadly rage. 

They took a weapon long and sharp 

And cut him by the knee ; 
Then ty'd him fast upon a cart 

Like a rogue for forgery. 

They laid him down upon his back, 

And cudgeird him full sore ; 
They hung him up before tfhe storm, 

And tum'd him o'er and o'er. 

They filled up a darksome jnt 

With water to the brim ; 
They heaved in John Barleycorn, 

There let him sink or swim. 

They laid him out upon the floor 

To work him farther woe ; 
And still as ^gns of life appeared 

They toss'd him to and iiro. 
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They wasted o'er a scorching fiamc 

The marrow of his bones. 
But a Milicr used him worst of all 

For he crush'd him between two stones. 

And they took his very heart's blood 
And drank it round and round ; 
. And still the more and more tliey drank 
Their joy did more abound. 

John Barleycorn was a hero bold. 

Of noble enterprize; 
For if you do but taste his blood 

•Twill make your courage rise. 

'Twill make a man forget his woe, 

'Twill heighten all his joy, 
rTwill make the widow's heart to ang 

Though the tear were in her eye— 

I'hen let us toast John Barleycorn 

Each man a glass in hand ; 

And may his great posterity 

Ne'er fail in old Scotland ! 

Bums. 

SHORTNESS OF LIFE. 

A FEELING mind willxealize the ]>eeuliar eircumstuiccs of moir* 
tal Man, which Revelation alone can remedy-. 

SUNS that set and Moons that wane, 
Rise and are restored again ! 
Stars that orient Day subdues. 
Night at her return renews ! 
Herbs and flowers, the beauteous birth 
Of the genial womb of Earth, 
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Suffer but a transient death, 
From the Winter's cruel breath ! 
Zephyr speaks — serener skies, 
Warm the glebe, and they arise ! 
JVcy alas ! Earth's haughty kings, 
IVe that promise mighty things^ 
Losing soon Life's happy prime 
Droop ^nd fade in little time. 
Spring returns, but not our bloom. 
Still 'tis Winter in the tomb.' 

Cow/ieTm 



THE LAND OF MY BIRTH 

IS a most interesting subject—rousing up the noblest passioiu of 
the heart, and inspiring the best wishes for our country. 

LAND of my Birth! renown'd of elder days, " 

Whom Genius, Truth, and Freedom all inspire ; 
England ! on whom all distant nations gaze ; 

And, as they gaze, reluctantly admire ; 
Whose sons yet kindle with no common tire. 

But on the foe oft glance in just disdain, 
Calm'd by whose wiles thy thundering fleets retire. 

Thou mighty Guardian of the subject Main ! 
In arts and arms renown'd, nor thus renown'd in vain I 

Proud of thy deeds, thou boast of honest Fame ! 

With all thy glories bursting on his heart. 
Proud that to thee he bears a filial claim. 

One Bard who shares in all thy woes a part, 
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One British Bard! sworn foe to Gallic art. 

Would the great Spirit of thy Sires invoke* 
! that their spirit might anew impart. 
What once insur'd thee war's destructive stroke. 
That secret of their strength— the Genius of thy OakI 

Courtier, 



THE COTTAGER'S MORNING 



IS ft umple and eaehanting; species of beauty ; the images it pra* 
tents are natural, and, therefore, speedily reach the heart* 



WHEN the dew-drop reflects the first beam of the 
sun. 
With spangles the blossoms adorning, 
When the song-thnish his notes in the woods has 
begun, ^i . 
How happy the Co%<^ger*s Morning ! 

To diffuse o'er his cheek the rich tints of the rose. 
Health and youth still combining together* 

He merrily sings as to labour he goes. 
And his heart is as light as a feather ! 



Each scene and each object, that beams on his sight. 

But adds to his innocent pleasure, 
He looks on the cot where he dwells with delight. 

It encircles his soul's dearest treasure. 
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He marks the blue smoke wluch now curls towards 
Heav'n> 
Where day's early colours are dawmng. 
He blesses that Grod who such comforts has g^v'n 
To sweeten the Cottager's Morning! 

Qtantm JFrost. 

A WISH 

WILL ari« in the hetrt, in fplte of every elTort to luyimw it> 
But should the Wish be natural and virtuous, there ii no harm in tar 
pressing it, and pablisMng it to the woiid* 

MINE be the Abbey's wild retreat 

With park and wood surrounded wide, 
MTiere gra^ should form a verdant seat, 
fAnd iield-flow'rs bloom their scented pride. 

The Abbey — ^where the armour'd hall. 
Should own the painted window's light; 

The oak-grown walk where rooKi^i^ould call 
Returning from the eveniniKv ight. 

The river lost among the trwcs, 
The torrent rushing down the steep» 

Groves, where the summer's sighing breeze. 
In moon-light-ni^t might tempt to sleep. 

There thro* the lawny path I'd rove, 

Pau^ng to catch the vista*s gleam. 
Led by the valued youth I love. 

Or watch the sun's expiring beam. 

Oft on his arm I'd range the wood. 

Or lonely in the park I'd read ; 
I'd frequent seek the shaded flocd„ 

Rousing the young deer with my tread. - 

z 
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And as the moon in Autumn's night 

Silver*d the fallen leaves, and cast 
Along our path a track of light. 

We'd roam, nor fear the howling blast* 

THie leafie&s trees — ^the thick strewn patlv-^ 

May caU, unchecked, the thinking sigh ; 
And Uie loud wind's destructive wrath, 
* May warn us that we both must die ! 

But then ! — the rolling orbs above. 
And starry concave would proclaim. 

That other Worlds should see our love, - 
And sanctify the glorious flame ! 

^nna Maria Porter, 

EXPECTATION 

IS an eager passion of the soul ; and, wherever indulged, is accom- 
panied with strong and tamiijtuotis emotions. 

I WAKE and weep when wintry winds 

Are howling loud the lea. 
And louder gales my fancy finds 

For William on the foaming sea ; 
But calming soon the pictur'd storm, 

Sweet hopes into my bosom creep. 
And tell me summer-breezes warm 

Shall waft him safely o'er the deep '. 

Four years on India's sultr\' coast. 

Has War's rude voice my love detained. 
While here to every pleasure lost 

His Anna's languid fonn reinain'd ; 
And o'er the steep rock still to lean. 

Still eap;cr watch each gliding sail, 
That languid form is duly seen. 

At niddy morn and evening pale ; 
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But ah ! no handkerchief I mark, ^ 

Stream frpm the* deck in crimson dye. 
Dear signal ! wanting thee the bark 
" Is hail'd by many a mournful ^gh. 
Its shouts (Uscordant seem to me, 

That echo from the stony pier — 
Since William's face I cannot see. 
Since William's voice I cannot hear ! 

Anna Se^vard. 

AFFECTATION 

IS o^oof and cantempftiUe ixi num, ^vroman, or child : the Satirist,^ 
tlierefore, may be allowed to laih it without mercy. « 

WHY, affectation — why this mock grimace ? 
Go, »lly thing, and hide that simpering face ! 
Thy lisping prattle and thy mincing gait, 
All thy false mimic fooleries I hate ; 
For thou art Folly's counterfeit, and she. 
Who is right-foolish, hath the better plea. 
Nature's true ideot I prefer to thee ! 

Why that soft languish ? Why that drawling tone? 
Art sick — art sleepy ? — Get thee hence — begoael 
I laugh at all these pretty baby tears, 
Those flutterings, faintings and unreal fears. 

Can they deceive us ? Can such mummeries move ? 
Touch us with pity, or inspire with love? 
No— Affectation, vain is all thy art. 
Those eyes may wander over every part. 
They'll never find a passage to the heart ! 

Cumberland. 
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MILTON 

MAKES 10 diitifigiddMd a figore UMoir tlie BiitiA FbeCi, tlwt t^ 
lb]l0wia& tnily poetical, dcter^tion of him, will be teoeptaUeto tiiot« 
of ottr reader^ who have been ddi^ted Mith tlie divine ttnint of Po- 
tadite LotU Indeed, at we have, in the fonner part of our Volume^ 
given a delineation oTtihe Genius olC Shalapeiatf bjr an Ameriean Focc, 
thisofJtfiift«a,bf oneofourowneoontryncn, mmt not be oaiuad* 

APART, and on a sacred hill retired. 
Beyond sill mortal inspiration fir'dy 
The mi^ty JMRlton sits — an host around 
Of list'ning angels guard the holy ground. 
Amaz'd they see a human form aspire 
To grasp with daring hand a Seraph's lyre» 
inly irradiate with celestial beams 
Attempt those hi^, those soul-subduing themes 
(Which humUer denizens pf Heav'n decline) 
And celebrate with sanctity divine* 
The starry fields from warring angels won. 
And God triumphant in his victor Son ! 
Nor less the wonder and the sweet delight. 
His milder scenes and softer notes excite. 
When at his bidding Eden's blooming grove. 
Breathes the rich sweets of innocence and love! 
With such pure joy as our forefather knew. 
When HafihaeU heav'nly guest first met his view. 
And our glad ^re within liis blissful bow'r, 
Drank the pure converse of th' etherial power. 
Round the ble^t Bard his raptured audieace throng. 
And feel their souls imfuxradia^d in song 

Hayley. 
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THE TRUE VALUE OF LIFE 

IS lomedmes estimated, when its best seasons are fled for ever— let 
us attend then to the Muse, who celebrated it in appropriate strains* 

AH ! when did Wisdom covet length of days. 
Or seek its bliss in pleasure, wealth, or pr^se ? 
No ; — ^Wisdom views with an indifferent eye, 
All finite joys — all blessings born to die ! 
The Souly on eartli, is an immortal guest. 
Compelled to starve at an unreal feast, 
A spark which upwai-d tends by Nature's force^ 
A stream diverted from its parent source; 
A drop dissever'd from the boundless sea; , 
A moment parted from Eternity; 
A pilgiim panting for the rest to come ; 
An exile anxious for its native home ! 

Hannah More. 



THE BALLOON. 

THOSE^ who have never beheld this novel spectacle, cannot form 
an adequate idea of its beauty and sublimity. It admits, therefore, of 
all the licence and decoration of pot- try. 

JOURNEYING on high the silken castle glides 
Bright as a meteor through the azure tides. 
O'er towns, and tow'rs, and temples winds its waj'i ^ 
Or mounts sublime, and gilds the vault of day ! 
Slent with uptum'd eye unbreathing cfowds 
Pursue the floating wonder to the clouds, 

z 2 



1282 PAUNASSIAN GARLAND. 

And flushed with transport, or beniunb'd with fear. 
Watch as it rises the diminish'd sphere*- 
Now less and lesfr— and now a speck, is seen ! 
And now the fleeting rack intrudes between ! 
The calm philosopher in aether sails. 
Views broader stars and breathes in purer gales« 
Sees like a map in many a wavhig line. 
Round Earth's blue plains her lucid waters shine. 
Sees at his feet the forked lightnings glow. 
And hears the harmless thunders roar below ! 

JDarmn, 

THE DEATH OF AN AGED GRAND- 
MOTHER. 

THE decease of lo venerable a relative must ezdte painful emo- 
tioni ; Irat the recolleetion of the virtnes by vrbieh the duuracter bat 
been distinguished, wAens down our aorraw, and coavertt it int» 
grateful remembrance* 

'TIS past—dear venerable shade farewell ! 
Thy blameless life diy peaceful death shall tell^ 
Clear to the last thy setting orb has run, 
Pure, bright, and healthy, like a frosty sun ; 
And late old age with hand indulgent. shed 
Its mildest winter on thy favour'd head ; 
For Heaven prolonged her life to spread her praise. 
And bless'd her with a Patriarch's length of days I 
The truest praise was hers, a cheerful heart 
Prone to enjoy, and ready to impart 
An Israelite indeed, and free from guile. 
She show'd that piety and age could smile. 
Reli^on had her heart, her cares, her vwce, 
'Twas her last refuge, as her earliest chdce t 
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To holy Anna's spirit not moire dear, 
The church of I^el and the house of pray'r; 
Her spreading offspring of the fourth degree, 
Fill'd her fond annsaud clasp'd her trembling knee! 
Matured at length for some more perfect scene. 
Her hopes all brightt her prospects all serene. 
Each part of life sustain'd with equal worth. 
And not a wish left unfnlfill'd on earth. 
Like a tir'd traveller with sleep qpprest, 
Within her children's arms she dropt to rest 
Farewell ! thy cherish'd image, ever dear. 
Shall many a heart with pious love revere, 
Longi long shall mine her honoured memory bless^ 
Who gave the dearest blessiog I possess ! 

Mrs. Barbauld, 



FAMILY DEVOTION 

ISaaintereidiigsceiieb Much atitnuiybenefleetedinthepw* 
•ent dty, there u nothing eantrihutet max to family peace aad hai» 
mony. 

IX)! kneeling down to Heav'n's eternal King, 

The Saint, the Father, and the Husband prays, 
Hope springs exulting on triumphant wing. 

That thus they all shall meet in future days. 
There ever bask in uncreated rays. 

No more to sigh or shed the bitter tear. 
Together hymning their Creator*s praise. 

In such society, yet still more dear 
While drcling Time moves round in an eternal 
sphere ! 

Bumjt, 
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NELSON 

IS a name which will b^ ever revered in Britun. His long; series of 
services cannot be forgotten ; he indeed, was the real Hero, for he lort 
his Kfe in the defence of his country. The foUowing stanzaa we wric- 
ttn by a poor widow at York. 

ILLUSTRIOUS Chief! sUU shall thy hcmour'd 
name 

To British hearts be ever held most dear. 
Remotest ages shall thy praise proclaim. 

And Nelson's memoiy gratefully revere ! 

By thy example fir*d, new Chiefs shall rise. 
And, taught by thee, for aid divine implore ; 

When shouts of victoiy ix-nd the lofty skies. 
By thee iristinicted, Heaven's gi-eat king adore I 

Oft shall the seaman, when his toils are o'er. 
Tell of the feats of War, with honest pride 

Relate the victory fought on Nile's fam'd shore. 
And boast 'twas there he fcught by Nelson's adel 

For thee the Muse shall i-aise the lofty strain. 
And twine for thee the fairest flowers that bloom. 

FA-n I the meanest of the tuneful train. 
Would cast a simple flow 'ret on ihy tomb! 

Charlotte liichurdsonu 

HEAVEN. 

KEVER were the Pleasures ofHolte more truly depicted thaii in the 
following lines : 

DAUGHTER of Faith! awake, arise, illume 
The dread unknown, the chaos of the tomb — 
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Melt and dispel ye q^iectre doubts that roU 

Cimmerian darkness on the parting sodl-^ 

Fly like the moon-^d herald of ^smay, / 

Chas'd on his night-steed by the star (^ day ! 

The strife is o'er— -the pangs of Nature dose^ 

And Life's last rapture triumphs o'er her woes*— 

Hark! as/thb Spirit eyes with eagle gaze, 

The noon of Heav'n, undazzled by the blaze, 

Chi heay'nly winds that waft her to the sky. 

Float the sweet tones of star-bom melody, 

Wild as that hallow'd anthem sent to hail 

Bethlehem's shepherds in the lonely vale. 

When Jordan hush'd his waves, and Midnight still 

Watch'd on the holy towers of Zion's hill ! ' 

CamfibelL 

THE DYING CHRISTIAN. 

CHRISTIANITY rears ititropliieiwi the toml). Tretsuxenpiheii 
tkeie beat of itauuM in the heart* 

«« SPIRIT— leave thine house of clay ! 

Lingering dust— re^gn thy breath ! 
Spirit— ca^ thy chains away ! 

Dust— be thou dissolved in death !" 

Thus thy Guardian Angel spoke 

As he watch'd thy dying bed. 
As the bonds of life he broke. 

And the ransom'd captive fled. 

** Prisoner, loDg detain'd below. 

Prisoner, now with freedom blest. 
Welcome from a world of woe ! 

Welcome to a land of rest !" 
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Thus thy Guardian Angel sang, 

As he bore thy soul on high, 
While with Hallelujahs rang 

All the region of the sky ! 

Grave ! the guardian of our dust. 

Grave ! the treasury of the skies; 
Every atom of thy tiiist, 

Rests in hope again to rise- 
Hark ! the judgment-trumpet calb, 

" Soul rebuild thy house of clay— 

Immortality thy walls, 

And Etemitij tliy day 1" 

Montgomery, 

■ 

MOON-LIGHT. 

WITTI delight we behold the Moon ridingin lier brightnes»t1iiMgk 
the heavens. No on^ can be unmsible to the infineuce of ha wBA 
beams, nor to the grateful aeniations by wluch tbey are aceompnted* 

SWEET is thy reign, mild regent of the night. 
When thou enthroned on cloudless skies art seen ! 
Where'er thy radiance falls, the valleys ^'cen. 

And groves, and meads, and rivers give delight! 

■ 

And dimly seen the far-off hills and spires 
Of city proud — whilst silence reigns. 
Save, ever and anon, when Aiilomel complains 

In pensive lay — ^now Science fair retires 

ITic brilliant wide celestial scene to view. 
With ardent, curious mind, and eagle eyc» 
To mark th' erratic planet's course on high. 

Heedless of chilling gales and falling dew, 
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And Virtue fearless roams witli soul refin'd. 
But drear and ebon shades best suit the guilty mind! 
Fort street, J' S» 

THE MAN OF BENEVOLENCE 

IS so truly valuable a member of society, that a thousand blessingf 
attend him hereon earth; whilst heaven witn^ses his career, and* 
enniTis him with eternal glory. 

HE deems himself the favoured instrument 

Of Providence, ordain'd to magnify 

His brethren's happinesa, and executes 

Most faithfully the gratifying task ! 

Does Poverty attempt to cloud his brow ? 

The ghastly tribe of evils m her train 

In vain oppress him — stedfast he unhurt, 

Unvanquish'd, unaffected, undismay'd ! 

What tho* AflRiction, in her direst form, 

Terrifical assail him with the force 

Of anger'd ocean's wrath, he braves her rage 

Immoveable as rock-lxiilt Eddistone — 

Ms unimpression'd front, like Albion's cliff 

Made whiter and more brilliant by tlie storm! 

Let Sickness havock, dart-arm*d Death approach — 

Amidst the mourning of his friends — his face 

W"ith cheerful resignation fervid glows, 

Depress'd by no forebodings — ^unalarm'd 

His heav'n-destin'd spirit, eager bursts 

Its cumbrous ligature of flesh — borne on 

The grateful praises of mankind, 

Ascends to gloiy — and with joy receiv'd 

By throngs angelic, near the Throne of God, 

li) blissful Empyreal! takes its place ! 

Cherrreg, 
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UNIVERSALITY OF PROVIDENCE 

IS a theme on which every good nund delights to expatiate. Tha 
glorioas troth adds hutre to prtspoity, and dinipatea the i^oom of 
adTenity* 

ONE is our Parent — and that Parent good, 
Whose numerous children claim an equal blood. 
Though all from one original descend. 
And ail promiscuous to one exit tend. 
Yet in their passage through life's checquerM state. 
What various scenes their various roads await ! 
With restless steps, some Honour's heights attain, 
\Vhile others humble tread the lowly plain; 
Some seek the vale ahd dangerous summits shun, 
In devious paths some stray, and arc undone I 
Nor is their lot less different than their ways. 
Some walk in gloomy, some in gilded days ; 
Their lot unequal though their Parent good* 
Perplexing truth, how little understood ! 
Unequal lot as judges Reason blind. 
But just and equal in the Eternal Mind! 
Though Vice high honours and rewards may reap. 
And Virtue sit disconsolate and weep, 
Yet let not Man at random hence conclude 
The heavenly Parent is not just and good ; 
But rest, with patience rest, in whatever sphere 
The will of Providence has plac*d him here. 
And patient wait till GOD shall in the end 
Unfold what 7707c;, Man cannot comprehend ! 

Robert JVbijtii.. 

THE END. 



s 



X 



^ 






■I J.« ■ 



